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W eVe  done  some  interesting  articles  for  you  in  this  issue.  The  first 
piece  is  by  Veronica  Brown.  Some  of  you  will  recognize  Brown  as 
the  fiery,  anti-TV s-in-the-ladies-room  editor  of  Twenty  Minutes , a 
newsletter  for  transsexuals.  Well,  push  me  over  with  a lip  brush,  but 
Brown  has  written  a pro-transvestite  article  in  response  to  Roberta 
Anglea  Dee’s  TV-tirade  in  issue  #17.  See  what  you  think. 

We’re  also  telling  you  about  a national  event  before  it  happens. 
This  issue  has  coverage  of  the  16th  Annual  Fantasia  Fair  in 
Provincetown,  Mass.  I don’t  know  about  you,  but  I get  a little  weary 
reading  multiple  accounts  of  the  same  event  after  its  over.  I always 
wanted  to  know  about  an  event  ahead  of  time  so,  maybe,  I could  have 
planned  to  go.  And,  that’s  what  we’ve  done  here  with  the  help  of 
Betty  Ann  Lind,  the  coordinator  for  the  Fair,  and  editor  of  Our 
Sorority.  As  the  year  progresses,  we’ll  try  to  continue  to  cover  events 
before  they  occur  so  you  will  have  a better  idea  of  which  event  is  best 
suited  to  your  tastes,  like  the  1991  I.F.G.E.  Coming  Together 
Convention  in  Denver  and  the  B&P  Texas  “T”  Party. 

Now  some  business:  This  magazine  is  intended  to  be  a mirror  of  the 
transgendered  community.  There  are  only  two  other  serious 
magazines  published  within  our  community  at  this  time;  Tapestry 
and  Gender  Expressions.  The  latter  is  a political  platform  and  the 
former  is  a “house  organ”  for  I.F.G.E.  That  leaves  us  to  cover  the  rest 
of  the  field.  Let  us  know  what  you  want  this  magazine  to  be.  Do  you 
want  more  fiction,  more  photos,  or  more  commentary?  Robyn  and  I 
have  our  own  views  about  the  magazine,  but  then  we  don’t  have  to 
buy  it,  you  do.  So  let  us  know  what  you  like  and  well  try  to  balance 
the  content  for  you. 

One  thing  we’d  like  to  do  in  the  future  is  profile  different  groups. 
When  we  did  a photo  article  about  Renaissance  in  another  publi- 
cation, the  response  was  tremendous.  A profile  of  your  group  in  En 
Femme  could  help  you  grow.  Send  us  a write  up  and  some  photos. 
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Joanne  Wilson 


Greetings 

from 

Down  Under 


Our  education  system  is  a little  dif- 
ferent from  the  American  system.  We 
officially  start  school  in  Year  One  at 
about  five  years  of  age,  transfer  to  high 
school  at  Year  Seven  (about  12  years), 
complete  high  school  at  Year  Twelve 
(about  17)  and  then  either  go  into  the 
workforce  or  on  to  University.  People 
who  want  to  do  a trade  course  leave 
high  school  at  the  completion  of  Year 
Ten  and  go  to  a trade  college. 

I only  mention  this  because  it  leads 
to  something  else.  Almost  all  Austra- 
lian schools  require  the  wearing  of  a 
uniform.  The  private  schools  are  par- 
ticularly strict  but  even  the  public 
schools  try  to  enforce  the  wearing  of 
uniforms.  When  I was  young  a school 
uniform  was  as  much  a symbol  of  femi- 
ninity as  a party  dress,  despite  their 
relative  drabness.  From  the  age  of  12 
onwards  I had  to  catch  a train  to  school 
and  waiting  for  the  train  I was  sur- 
rounded by  hundreds  of  school  girls  in 
various  uniforms  of  the  schools  in  our 
district.  I can’t  begin  to  tell  you  how  I 
envied  them,  or  rather  what  they  were 
wearing. 

It  was  during  the  period  from  about 
12  to  16  that  I was  totally  convinced  I 
should  have  been  a girl  and  wanted  to 
be  one  desperately.  (I’ve  since  compro- 


mised a little,  although  not  completely.) 

So  it  will  come  as  no  surprise  that  it 
was  a huge  shock  to  me  to  invite  some 
boys  from  my  school  over  to  our  home 
one  day  to  celebrate  my  birthday  and 
one  of  them  turned  up  in  his  sister's 
school  uniform.  Now  it  was  said  that  it 
was  just  for  a joke,  but  at  various  time 
since,  when  I recalled  this  incident,  I 
have  also  recalled  that  a joke  is  usually 
when  a young  male  dressed  in  such  an 
outfit  to  parody  womanhood,  not  to  be 
part  of  it.  I remember  that  Ian’s  wearing 
of  his  sister’s  uniform  was  hardly  a 
parody.  He  wore  it  very  neatly  and 
looked  cute  as  a button.  I’m  also  fairly 
certain  he  wore  the  appropriate  un- 
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dergarments  as  well.  Certainly  he  was 
wearing  her  black  rather  heavy  stock- 
ings and  her  school  shoes. 

I remember  firstly  being  so  envious 
of  him  and  unable,  because  of  peer 
pressures  of  the  time,  to  say  so,  nor  to 
tell  him  I thought  he  looked  great.  I 
also  wondered  if  he  just  might  have 
ever  worn  anything  else  of  hers  - just 
for  a joke. 

But  that’s  not  the  end  of  it.  I was  at 
an  all  boy’s  private  school  and  we  had 
a drama  class  and  each  year  the  drama 
class  would  produce  a play.  In  the 
tradition  of  good  old  Mr.  Shakespeare, 
the  girl’s  parts  were  all  taken  by  boys. 
Most  of  our  friends  thought  it  another 
great  joke  when  Ian  was  chosen  to  play 
one  of  the  girl  parts.  I didn’t  think  it 
was  a joke.  I could  still  vividly  recall  my 
party  and  Ian  in  the  girl’s  uniform. 

We  didn’t  get  to  see  Ian  until  play 
night  but  when  we  did... well,  I don’t 
know  what  the  other  guys  thought  but 
I thought  he  was  sensational.  I recall 
that  he  was  playing  the  part  of  a girl  of 
like  age  - about  14.  He  had  the  pretty 
dress,  white  T-strap  shoes,  a blond 
curly  wig.  And  he  looked  wonderful. 
And  with  the  insight  of  one  who  had 


already  spent  some  five  or  six  years 
playing  around  with  my  mother’s 
clothes,  I recognized  just  how  good  he 
was  in  the  part.  I was  very  keen  to 
know  what  he  was  wearing  underneath 
his  pretty  dress  but  too  afraid  to  ask. 

Ian  left  our  school  the  next  year  to  go 
to  another  town  and  I lost  track  of  him. 
I think  of  him  often,  though.  I can’t  be 
sure  of  course,  but  I have  the  feeling 
there  was  more  to  his  dressing  up  than 
appeared.  I often  wondered  what  he 
told  his  mother  when  he  set  off  for  my 
party  in  his  sister’s  uniform.  Obviously 
she  allowed  him.  And  the  school  play. 
Mother’s  were  expected  to  provide  the 
clothes.  I assumed  they  were  his  sister's 
again.  I often  wondered  how  many  try- 
ons  he  was  able  to  set  up  at  home  in 
“rehearsal.”  How  I envied  him. 

It’s  strange  in  a way  but  then  - in  the 
nineteen  fifties  when  we  were  much 
more  puritanical  than  we  are  today, 
boy’s  dressed  as  girl’s  in  the  school 
plays.  That’s  all  gone.  My  old  school 
now  invites  in  girls  from  nearby  schools 
to  play  the  female  roles.  I’ll  bet  there 
are  still  a few  boys  who  wish  it  is  the 
way  that  it  was. 
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Roberta  Angela  Dee 


Nadia 


This  is  a true  story.  It  is  also  a love 
story  - a love  story  bom  out  of  an 
individual’s  struggle  to  find  an  identity 
- a meaningful  identity.  It  is  a story 
bom  out  of  a personal  struggle  to 
discover  an  honest  identity  in  a world 
that  criticizes  too  much  and 
understands  too  little. 

The  story  begins  about  twenty  years 
ago,  in  New  York,  on  Long  Island.  At 
that  time,  I am  twenty  years  old,  an 
avid  Beatles  fan,  a guitarist,  an  amateur 
song-writer,  photographer,  poet  and 
hippie  philosopher.  It  is  a time  when 
many  young  people  drop  acid,  smoke 
marijuana,  free-base,  snort  cocaine  and 
search  for  a friendlier  God,  a God  with 
whom  they  can  somehow  feel  a more 
meaningful  closeness.  They  search  for 
a God  who  can  understand  their  fears 
of  war,  of  civil  disobedience,  social 
unrest,  riots,  racial  prejudice,  corrupted 
politicians,  and  an  America  that  seems 
destined  to  follow  in  the  direction  of 
other  great  empires. 

Longlslandis  still  suburban,  ahaven 
from  Manhattan.  It  is  sanctuary  from 
Manhattan’s  traffic  jams,  crime,  soot 
and  smog.  People  work  in  Manhattan, 
but  return  each  evening  to  neat  little 
homes  on  Long  Island,  where  they 
worship  in  neat  little  churches  and 


send  their  children  to  neat  little  private 
and  parochial  schools. 

I spend  several  hours  each  evening, 
after  my  classes  are  over,  downstairs 
in  the  basement  of  the  library  at  the 
community  college.  The  library  is  an 
old  building,  and  the  lighting  is  poor.  It 
is  quiet,  however,  and  I am  able  to  find 
peace  of  mind  there. 

I search  through  the  writings  of 
Freud,  Jung,  Karen  Homey.  I scan  for 
anything  they  may  have  written  which 
could  explain  why  it  is  so  important  for 
me  to  be  a woman.  I want  to  know  why 
I feel  such  an  overwhelming  desire  to 
wear  female  clothes,  to  walk,  talk,  and 
act  like  a woman.  I want  to  know  why 
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I feel  like  a woman  trapped  in  a male 
physique. 

Downstairs  in  the  dimly  lit,  quiet 
basement,  I probably  read  more  about 
psychology  than  the  psychology 
professors  and  their  students.  In  three 
weeks,  I fill  a spiral  notebook  with 
comments  from  these  astute  observers 
of  human  personality. 

Unfortunately,  most  of  their 
references  are  to  homosexuality.  Their 
descriptions  of  this  and  other  so-called 
disorders  fail  to  correlate  with  the  way 
I feel  inside.  I am  neither  a man  who 
loves  men,  nor  an  individual  unable  to 
decide  to  which  gender  I would  prefer 
to  belong.  I know  I am  not  a man.  And 
I have  no  problem  accepting  myself  as 
a female.  My  only  confusion  centers  on 
society’s  inability  to  recognize  me  for 
who  and  what  I am.  While  searching 
for  a diagnosis  of  myself  as  a patient,  I 
begin  to  recognize  that  I am  not  ill  at 
all.  It  is  the  physician  who  lacks  the 
skill  and  depth  of  perception.  All  I need 
is  a correct  prescription! 

The  information  I acquire  fails  to 
answer  my  questions.  After  graduating 
with  an  associate  degree  in  Business 
Management,  I decide  to  work  a year 
before  continuing  my  education  at  a 
four  year  state  university. 

Within  a few  weeks,  I rent  a 
furnished  apartment  and  find  a job  at 
a nearby  bicycle  plant.  The  pay  is  little 
more  than  minimum  wage,  but  with  a 
frugal  budget  I am  able  to  provide 
myself  with  transportation  and  food.  I 
am  also  able  to  pay  rent  and  same 
money  for  tuition. 

I meet  Nadia  Mendez  at  the  bicycle 
plant.  She  works  in  the  power  press 
department,  where  huge  machines 
stamp  holes  into  steel  pipe.  The 


machines  are  old,  loud,  and  covered 
with  grease  and  black  machine  oil.  It  is 
a large,  spacious  factory,  but  it  is  poorly 
illuminated  and  the  fumes  from  welding 
and  painting  operations  make  it 
difficult  to  breathe. 

Somehow  Nadia  manages  to  shine 
with  a primitive  beauty  that  is  rare. 
Although  I know  she  has  two  children 
and  is  divorced,  she  attracts  me  in  a 
way  I cannot  resist.  I am  attracted  to 
her  femininity,  her  personality,  her 
eyes.  Everything  about  her  is  covered 
with  a kindness  that  is  impossible  to 
describe. 

Her  hair  is  black,  like  her  eyes.  Her 
complexion  is  slightly  tanned  and  her 
noble  Hispanic  features  are  chiseled  in 
a defiant  yet  proud  manner. 

“My  English  is  not  so  good,”  she 
says,  as  I lean  over  the  bin  to  inspect 
her  work.  She  is  a good  worker  and 
quick  to  meet  her  quota. 

“Your  English  is  fine,”  I an  swer  while 
trying  to  stare  at  her  cleavage  without 
appearing  too  obvious. 

“Are  you  married?”  she  asks. 

“No,  but  I have  a girl  friend.” 

“Ah,  you  have  a girl  friend.  I would 
expect  you  to  have  many  girl  friends. 
You  have  a very  nice  face,  pretty  eyes, 
and  a kind  smile.” 

“You  are  very  kind,”  I reply.  “I  don’t 
mean  to  be  forward,  but  you  are  the 
prettiest  lady  I have  ever  seen.  I cannot 
imagine  any  man  who  would  avoid  an 
invitation  to  be  with  you.” 

She  blushes  and  replies  with  a polite 
thank  you. 

Soon  it  is  time  for  me  to  move  on. 
However,  when  I leave,  I leave  knowing 
that  Nadia  has  an  attraction  for  me.  I 
do  all  that  I can,  each  time  I visit  her 
work  station,  to  let  her  know  that  the 
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feeling  is  mutual.  Eventually,  she 
invites  me  to  her  house  for  dinner. 

The  following  evening  after  work,  I 
rush  to  my  apartment  to  shower,  shave, 
change  clothing  and  prepare  for  our 
first  date.  When  I arrive  at  the  small 
house  she  is  renting,  I see  her  two 
children  playing  outside.  I introduce 
myself  as  I exit  from  my  car.  They  are 
both  excited  that  I have  come  to  visit 
with  their  mother. 

I cannot  remember  their  names.  It 
has  been  several  years.  But  for  the 
sake  of  this  story,  I will  call  the  boy 
Anthony,  and  the  girl  Irma. 

Nadia  comes  to  the  kitchen  door.  It 
is  on  the  side  of  the  house,  off  to  the  side 
from  the  driveway. 

“I’m  glad  to  see  you  could  make  it.  I 
was  afraid  your  girl  friend  would  find 
something  else  for  you  to  do.” 

“I  wanted  to  see  you,”  I answer.  “I 
have  wanted  to  be  alone  with  you  for  a 
long  time.” 

“That’s  good.  Well,  tonight  you  will 
have  your  chance.” 

It  is  as  direct  an  invitation  as  any 
man  could  ever  hope  for.  Now  I am 
convinced  she  has  a desire  to  be  intimate 
at  some  point  during  the  evening. 

Nadia  serves  a simple  meal 
consisting  of  chicken  and  rice.  It  is 
tasty  and  satisfies  my  hunger.  The 
children  drink  iced  tea  while  Nadia 
and  I drink  from  tall  glasses  filled  with 
a dark  red  Sangria.  By  the  end  of  the 
meal,  I feel  quite  intoxicated. 

She  washes  the  supper  dishes  and 
we  talk  while  the  children  play  outside. 
After  dinner,  she  invites  me  into  her 
bedroom  and  asks  if  I have  a desire  to 
make  love  to  her. 

“Of  course  I do,”  is  my  immediate 
reply. 


She  undresses.  Although  I am  quite 
excited  by  her  curvaceous  figure,  I am 
also  a bit  envious  of  the  fullness  of  her 
hips  and  breasts.  She  is  a very  beautiful 
woman. 

After  we  make  love,  she  tells  me 
that  I have  made  love  to  her  like  a 
woman  with  a male  part.  I am  surprised 
at  her  sensitivity  and  confess  to  her 
that  I had  always  wanted  to  be  a woman . 
I dress  and  go  to  my  car,  in  order  to 
retrieve  photographs  from  the  glove 
compartment.  They  are  photos  of  myself 
taken  while  dressed  as  a woman. 

When  Nadia  looks  at  my  photos,  she 
compliments  me  but  says  there  is  much 
I need  to  learn.  She  promises  to  keep 
my  secret,  and  offers  to  teach  me  as 
much  as  I need  to  know. 

She  finds  a doctor  who  will  prescribe 
hormones  for  me,  and  goes  with  me  on 
my  first  office  visit.  The  doctor 
prescribes  two  tablets  of  Premarin  to 
be  taken  every  day  for  the  rest  of  my 
life.  After  three  months  on  the  pill,  I 
begin  to  develop.  Eveiy  evening  we 
make  love,  Nadia  massages  my  breasts 
in  order  to  encourage  them  to  grow. 
She  teaches  me  to  walk,  talk,  and  move 
like  a woman.  She  teaches  me  how  to 
use  my  eyes  to  look  (and  not  look)  at 
men. 

It  is  a whole  new  world  for  me  and  I 
eagerly  learn  everything  she  offers  to 
teach. 

After  developing  breasts,  I break  up 
with  my  girl  friend.  Nadia  becomes  my 
lover,  my  sister,  my  teacher  andmy  dearest 
friend. 

After  that  first  year,  I learn  the  art  of 
femininity  so  well  that  it  is  now  almost  my 
first  nature.  We  shop,  go  out  to  eat  and  do 
eveiythingin  public.  No  one  ever  suspects 
continued  on  page  1 6 
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Veronica  Brown 


The  Bind  of 
the  Transsexual  Trail 

Or 

The  Pitfalls  of  Being  Dectf,  Dumb 
and  Transsexual 


(A  response  to  the  column  by 
Roberta  Angela  Dee  that  appeared  in 
issue  17.) 

. Dee’s  observations  about  the 
workings  of  Madison  Avenue  are 
sophomoric.  Her  generalizations  about 
the  real  world  and  the  gender 
community  are  juvenile  at  best.  She 
claims  that  the  ideal  female  model  is 
usually  white,  blond,  has  blue  eyes  and 
“classic” features.  Has  she  never  driven 
through  a black  neighborhood  and 
noticed  the  color  of  the  billboards?  Has 
she  never  read  Ebony  or  Jet  magazine, 
or  even  watched  a cable  television 
channel  designed  by  and  run  for 
African-Americans?  I ain’t  never  seen 
no  white  people  in  those  media.  I 
seriously  suspect  the  people  who 
package  hair  sheen  and  other  beauty 
products  for  Afro-Americans  probably 
include  Afro-Americans,  Hispanics  and 
Caucasians  who  are  also  middle  aged, 
minimum  wage,  workers. 

Advertising  media  exists  all  over 
the  world  for  the  sake  of  generating  a 
profitfrom  the  sale  of  goods.  Advertising 
media  is  designed  to  appeal  to  anybody 
who  has  a buck  to  part  with.  In 
advertising,  there  is  no  East  or  West 
and  no  discrimination  against  race, 


creed,  color,  or  national  origin. 
American  money  may  be  green  but  it  is 
color  blind. 

Ms.  Dee  claims  the  feminist 
movement  is  not  a bad  social 
development  but  its  philosophy  has 
generated  several  negative  results? 
Well,  what  are  they?  She  doesn’t  say. 
She  claims  the  movement  neither 
accepts  blame  nor  responsibility  for  its 
mistakes.  Well,  what  are  those 
mistakes?  She  doesn’t  say.  This  kind  of 
generalized  writing  is  a good  way  to 
lose  credibility  fast. 

Later  in  her  article,  Ms.  Dee 
comments  about  lesbians  seeking  social 
change  and  acceptability  through  the 
broader  gay  political  movement. 
Doesn’t  she  know  that  some  lesbian 
factions  consider  lesbianism  to  be  a 
different  and  distinct  phenomenon 
apart  from  male  homosexuality?  Where 
does  Ms.  Dee  get  her  information  about 
these  topics  and  why  doesn’t  she  use 
quotes  or  at  least  make  some  specific 
references  to  her  having  even  read 
some  gay  literature? 

Transsexuals  and  cross-dressers 
have  failed  to  align  themselves  with 
existing  alternative  cultures  and  have 
failed  to  work  together  to  achieve 
acceptance,  says  Ms.  Dee.  I didn’t  know 
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that.  Does  she  suppose  all  those 
appearances  on  radio  and  television 
talk  shows  since  the  ‘70s  and  all  the 
speeches  given  in  college  lecture  halls 
by  crossdressers  and  transsexuals 
never  happened?  I mean,  you  haven’t 
really  lived  until  you’ve  had  the  chance 
to  stand  in  the  middle  of  a university 
lecture  hall  with  a hundred  or  so 
graduate  students  of  all  ages  in  Dr. 
Smedley’s  class  on  human  sexuality 
and  cracked  a few  jokes  to  get  them 
loosened  up  before  going  into  your 
personal  tale  of  transsexual 
transformation.  I’ve  done  that  and  they 
were  putty  in  my  hands.  Does  she 
suppose  all  those  transvestites  and 
transsexuals  I’ve  seen  over  the  years  in 
gay/lesbian  bars  and  restaurants 
weren’t  really  there? 

How  can  she  say,  further,  that  when 
300  crossdressers  in  full  plumage 
descend  upon  a mainstream,  big  city 
hotel,  that  this  makes  for  a “pitiful  and 
uninspired  subculture.”  What  about 
all  the  TV s and  TSs  who  have  marched 
in  gay  pride  parades  round  the  country? 
There  is  a lot  of  activity  out  there,  some 
of  it  is  very  good  and  some  of  it  falls 
short,  but  to  make  sweeping  negative 
generalizations  is  most  illogical  and 
erroneous.  But  then,  if  you’ve  never 
been  involved  in  anything,  it’s  easy  to 
sit  at  home  and  create  disinformation 
for  the  gender  press.  Quit  complaining 
that  the  bear  dances  poorly;  at  least  it’s 
dancing. 

Do  crossdressers  want  to  emerge  as 
an  organized  political  group?  Are  they 
going  to  run  for  office  or  back  a 
candidate?  They  don’t  have  to  admit  to 
anyone  they  are  crossdressers  to  do 
that.  Maybe  they  want  special 
treatment  and  laws  passed  to  make 


their  lives  easier?  Ha!  Fat  chance. 
Living  within  a special  interest 
community  is  not  the  same  as  being  in 
the  real  world.  So  what  if  their  objective 
is  to  gather  at  parties  to  discuss  their 
version  of  attributes  of  femininity?  You 
don’t  like  their  way  of  seeing  things? 
It’s  a free  country  (after  taxes  of  course) 
and  they  work  hard  all  day.  They’re 
entitled  to  whatever  forms  of  harmless 
relaxation  or  pleasant  diversion  that 
turns  them  on.  To  say  they  represent 
nothing  that  is  meaningful  is  a narrow 
minded  value  judgment  based  upon  a 
different  belief  system. 

I do  agree  with  Ms.  Dee  that  there  is 
much  more  to  being  a woman  than 
having  the  outward  appearance  of  one 
and  having  a relationship  with  a man 
(or  in  my  case  with  another  woman). 
There  is  also  much  more  to  being  a 
woman  than  having  one’s  genitals 
surgically  altered.  Let’s  pose  some 
questions. 

• Question  #1:  Is  the  transformed 
male  transvestite  really  a woman?  In 
his  mind,  through  his  perception  of 
himself  and  from  the  physically  aided 
external  trappings,  doesn’the  seek  and 
feel  some  degree  of  success  in  his 
endeavors?  Is  this  reality  for  him?  Of 
course.  But  is  he  really  a woman? 

• Question  #2:  Is  the  surgically 
altered  male  whose  brain  and  body 
have  been  feminized  from  hormones 
really  a woman?  Is  this  male,  having 
had  years  of  masculine  memories, 
experiences  and  training,  no  matter 
how  poorly  accepted  or  performed... 
really  a woman? 

• Question  #3:  What  about  the 
surgically  altered  female,  who  for  one 
reason  or  another  chooses  not  to  get  a 
phalloplasty.  Ishe  a man?  Ifhe  chooses 
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to  get  the  phalloplasty,  is  he  a man? 

• Question  #4:  Is  the  emperor 
wearing  any  new  clothes? 

• Question  #5:  When  I load  Spectrum 
Holobyte’s  Space  Shuttle  simulator 
‘Orbiter’,  into  my  PC  XT  turbo  clone 
and  deploy  the  Hubble  Space  Telescope 
in  orbit  around  the  Earth,  am  I really 
in  command  of  a Space  Shuttle? 

My  answers  to  the  above  questions 
are:  No,  No,  No,  No  and  No.  The  next 
question  might  logically  be,  do  I consider 
myself  to  be  a ‘real’  woman.  No,  I don’t, 
and  I may  be  the  first  post-operative, 
M-t-F  transsexual  lesbian,  New  Age 
Wiccan  woman  to  admit  it.  (It’s  a dirty 
job  but  someone  has  to  do  it.)  You  now 
have  to  ask  the  next  logical  question. 
Do  I feel  comfortable  in  my  present 
female  role  (real  life  situation);  do  I 
enjoy  my  recently  acquired  biological 
pseudo-feminine  physical  attributes 
and  current  social  standing  as  a woman 
Yes  I do,  veiy  much,  thank  you. 

The  natural  laws  of  birthright  and 
biology  unfortunately  do  not  apply  to 
me  and  they  never  will.  Neither  do 
they  apply  to  Roberta  Angela  Dee,  the 
late  Christine  Jorgensen,  Canaiy  Conn, 
or  any  of  the  other  simulated,  surgically 
created  women  out  there. 

Which  carries  more  weight,  the 
temporary,  yet  physically  very  real, 
female  clothing  that  a transvestite 
wears  to  create  the  illusion  of 
womanhood,  or  the  permanent,  and 
physically  very  real,  changes  a 
transsexual  gets  to  create  their  version 
of  the  illusion  of  womanhood  or 
masculinity?  It  seems  to  me  while  all 
transvestites  may  create  some  degree 
of  illusion  of  being  a woman,  no  matter 
how  imperfect  or  successful,  the 
transsexual  also  seeks  to  creates  that 


same  illusion  but  for  a different  reason, 
with  different  methods,  with  varying 
degrees  of  success  and  for  a different 
end  result.  Just  because  the  latter’s 
methods  are  more  permanent,  does 
that  make  their  transformation  and 
their  sense  of  reality  more  valid  or ‘real’ 
than  that  of  the  transvestites? 

Ms.  Dee  states  the  reality  that  most 
crossdressers  hate  to  admit  is  that  no 
one  can  be  a weekend,  or  part  time 
woman.  She  speaks  of  ‘degrees  of 
commitment.’  In  the  same  light,  most 
transsexuals  are  afraid  to  admit  they 
are  not,  and  never  will  really  be,  women 
(or  men),  or  be  ‘real’  women  (or  ‘real’ 
men),  no  matter  what  they  say.  A few 
transsexuals  have  actually  admitted 
this  to  me,  but  I won’t  mention  any 
names.  The  next  best  thing  to  the  real 
thing  is  to  be  a dam  good  simulation 
like  the  Space  Shuttle  computer 
program  I mentioned  earlier. 

Then  she  says,  crossdressing  does 
not  involve  one  with  the  social  and 
psychological  aspects  ofbeinga  woman. 
Oh  yes  it  does;  I’ve  seen  it  first  hand.  It 
doesn’t  happen  all  the  time,  but  it  does 
happen.  The  mind  of  a transvestite  in 
drag  can  have  just  as  powerful 
(although  temporary)  an  influence  as 
the  feminizing  influences  (although 
permanent)  hormones  have  on  the  mind 
and  body  of  the  transsexual. 

Like  Ms.  Dee,  I don’t  get  sexually 
aroused  when  I put  on  a bra  (though  I 
rarely  wear  them  these  days  since  I’ve 
got  all  natural  home  grown  D cup 
‘pointers”  and  men  like  the  jiggle  and  I 
love  their  stares  and  enjoy  taunting 
them  every  chance  I get),  but  what 
does  this  have  to  do  with  the  needs  and 
pleasures  of  the  crossdresser?  Some  of 
them  own  some  realistic  breast  forms 
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that  have  weight  and  bounce  like  the 
real  thing.  They  can  take  them  off  and 
don’t  have  to  worry  about  water 
retention  or  sensitive  nipples  or  any  of 
the  downside  of  hormone  therapy. 

There  is  nothing  metaphysical  about 
being  a woman  or  a man.  I don’t  believe 
she  even  looked  the  word  in  a dictionary. 
We  played  dress  up  as  children  and  we 
still  play  dress  up  as  adults.  We  got 
guys  who  live  in  downtown  Toronto 
who  dress  like  (Canajun)  cowboys  and 
drive  pickups,  young  adults  who  used 
to  sit  around  bars  in  their  wrinkled 
scrubs  while  watching  General 
Hospital  and  teenagers  who  mimic  the 
dress  and  hair  style  of  their  favorite 
rock  stars.  Nearly  eveiywhereyou  look 
today  you  can  see  evidence  of  people 
adopting  the  dress,  speech  or 
mannerisms  of  somebody  else  or  some 
thingthat  turns  them  on.  So  why  should 
crossdressers  be  an  exception? 

Wake  up  Roberta!  The  Playboy 
philosophy  has  been  out  of  style  for  a 
longtime  and  a Playgirl  mansion  would 
be  just  as  sexist  as  the  other  version,  so 
that  doesn’t  make  it  okay.  You  don’t 
have  to  believe  the  Mad- Avenue  hype 
either  if  you’re  smart  enough  not  to. 

Ms.  Dee’s  description  of  the  fantasy 
worn  an  h olds  as  much  water  as  a rusted 
out  gas  tank  of  a ’53  Chevy.  Most  people 
today  are  scrambling  too  hard  and  fast 
to  make  a living  than  to  devote  all  that 
time  to  false  and  noble  attributes,  but 
if  they  do,  they  must  really  be  stupid,  or 
maybe  that’s  what  they’ve  chosen  to 
incorporate  into  their  lifestyle. 

Labels?  I love  labels.  How  else  can 
we  differentiate  the  good  guys  from  the 
bad  guys?  Come  on,  it’s  part  of  our 
culture.  Go  take  a course  in  social 
behavior,  or  something.  Labels  can  be 


objective  or  they  can  cany  the  weight 
of  emotionalism  and  negativity.  But,  in 
either  respect,  they  are  there  whether 
or  not  we  like  them.  You  can  apply 
them  lovingly  or  you  can  apply  them 
with  malice.  Expect  to  be  nailed  to  the 
wall  if  you  apply  them  in  the  wrong 
way  to  someone,  like  David  Horrowitz, 
who  fights  back. 

And  who  said  we  all  want  to  be 
perfect  anyway?  You  need  to  make 
mistakes  every  day,  because  if  you 
don’t,  you’ll  not  learn  any  new  things 
and  your  life  will  be  one  boring  day 
after  another. 

Let  me  leave  you  with  one  last 
thought  people.  I’ve  observed  a lot  of 
pre-ops  out  there  who,  not  having 
experienced  the  total  transsexual 
transformation,  nevertheless  bumble 
along,  write  all  kinds  of  flowery  words, 
and  pepper  the  gender  press  with 
boring,  first  person  revelations  and 
pseudo-  intellectual  book  reports  as  if 
they  are  the  absolute  authority.  Those 
who  know  even  less  sometimes  accept 
their  word  as  gospel,  because  “Why, 
Good  Golly  Miss  Molly!”,  they’re  self- 
proclaimed  transsexuals  and  aren’t 
theyjust  the  biggest  frogs  in  the  gender 
pond?  It  takes  a long  time  for  the  dust 
of  the  transsexual  transition  to  settle. 
Most  post-ops  don’t  hang  around  long 
enough,  and  aren’t  willing  to  divulge 
this  kind  of  occult  information,  so  no 
one  ever  hears  about  it.  But  who  am  I 
to  talk? 

(Ms.  Brown  is  a post-op  TS  who  lives 
in  Toronto , Ontario.  She  is  the  former 
editor  of  Twenty  Minutes,  the  newsletter 
of  the  Twenty  (XX)  Club,  a support 
group  for  male  and  female  transsexuals 
in  Springfield , Mass.) 
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TRANSFORMATION 


• SEND  $1 00  to  get  on  our  MAILING  LIST,  you  will 
receive  our  FREE  MONTHLY  BROCHURES! 


EVERYTHING  FOR 
SVESTITES,  TRANSEXUALS 
CROSSDRESSERS 
FEMALE  IMPERSONATORS 


We  are  the  largest  & most  complete  firm  dealing  with  all 
the  unique  items  for  the  crossdresser. 

OVER  100  VIDEOS!  PLUS:  MAGAZINES,  CLOTHING, 
SHOES,  BOOTS,  BREAST-ENLARGEMENT  DEVICES 
WIGS,  UNDERGARMENTS,  CORSETS,  KNICKERS, 
SPECIAL  BRAS,  UNIFORMS,  PETTICOATS, 
COSMETICS,  DRESSES,  ETC. 

• Also  available:  Bondage  Gear,  Adult  Baby  Items, 
Forced  Feminization,  REAL  Chastity  Daviess! 

• PLUS:  Information  on  How-to-Look  your  most  feminine 
Make-up  and  Dress...  and  much,  much  more. 


Featuring:  Centunans  Bondage  Catalogs  & Merchandise 


SPARTACUS  hs 


ORANGE,  CA  92666 


m 


Vernon's  Specialties,  Inc. 

Your  one-stop  place  to  shop . By  mail  or  in  person . 

We  stock  everything  you  need  to  create  the  ultimate  in  femininity 


Clothing  — Sizes  4 to  26  V2 
• Leather  & Latex  Clothing,  Etc. 

• Professional  Makeup  Lessons 
• Shoes  - 10  W to  14  WW,  3 V2  to  6”  heel 
• Wigs  — Jewelery  — His  & Her  Exotic  Lingerie 
• Adult  Novelties  — Videos  — Books  — Magazines 
Send  $15  for  latest  catalogs 

Monday-Saturday  • 9:30  AM-5  PM  • Wednesday  & Friday  • 9:30  AM-8PM 
Private  Appointments  • Anytime 

386-E  Moody  Street  • Waltham,  MA  02154-5260  • (617)  894-1744 


WE’RE  NOT  #1  YOU  ARE 

Mail  Order  Specialists  Spanning  the  Globe  Catering  to  the  Needs  of  Everyone! 
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Book  Review 


My  Husband 
Wears  My  Clothes 

Reviewed  by  Rupert  Raj-Gautier 


My  Husband  Wears  My  Clothes: 
Crossdressing  from  the  Perspective  of  a 
Wife , by  Peggy  J.  Rudd,  Ed.D. 

This  easy-to-read  ‘primer*  is  the  first 
book  ever  to  be  written  by  the  wife  of  a 
male  transvestite.  It  serves  as  a major 
contribution  towards  the  understand- 
ing of  crossdressing — particularly  for 
the  wives,  girlfriends,  parents  and 
children  of  heterosexual  men  who  feel 
compelled  to  dress  as  women  part  of 
the  time  in  order  to  express  the  full 
gender  continuum  (comprising  mascu- 
line and  feminine  characteristics)  of 
their  persona. 

Dr.  Peggy  Rudd,  thehappily-married 
wife  of  a crossdresser  named  ‘Melanie,* 
and  also  a helping  professional  in 
Houston,  Texas,  examines  many  of  the 
issues  often  raised  by  the  spouses, 
family  members  and  friends  of  trans- 
vestites. She  also  suggests  strategies 
for  the  significant  others  and  the  cross- 
dresser himself  on  how  to  cope — espe- 
cially within  the  context  of  marriage 
and  family  life.  Dr.  Rudd  even  goes  so 
far  as  to  illustrate  that  total  accep- 
tance of  crossdressing  is  a legitimate 
goal,  and  furthermore,  that  it  can  be 
rewarding  for  the  loved  ones  of  the 
‘femmophile*  (a  synonym  for  ‘trans- 


vestite* which  means  “a  heterosexual 
man  who  has  a strong  love  of  the 
feminine.**) 

Dedicated  to  Virginia  Prince,  the 
‘Prima  Donna*  of  ‘femmophilia*,  the 
book  presents  crossdressing  as  a posi- 
tive sociological  gender  phenomenon 
that  may  be  partly  determined  by  bio- 
logical factors,  but  one  which  is  not 
regarded  as  a mental  disorder  or  a 
sexual  perversion,  a sin  or  an  immoral 
act,  or  otherwise  undesirable  or  nega- 
tive behavior. 

In  fact  Rudd  states  that  although 
this  male  predilection  for  personifying 
the  ‘anima*  or  ‘yin*  (female)  element  of 
the  psyche  is  in  the  minority,  there  are 
perhaps  as  many  as  15  million  men  in 
this  country  who  are  heterosexual  male 
crossdressers,  (p.115).  She  also  says  “it 
is  highly  probable  that  many  men  have 
a desire  within  themselves  to  express 
femininity  but  fail  to  come  to  grips  with 
this  need  because  of  fears  and  insecu- 
rity related  to  their  own  masculinity.” 

And  in  response  to  the  question 
“what  is  the  cure?,”  Rudd  counters, 
“could  it  be  that  society  need  to  be 
cured  and  not  the  crossdresser?”  She 
goes  on  to  quote  Drs.  Walker  and 
Fletcher  in  Sex  and  Society  as  saying 
“transvestites  are  not  sick,  therefore 
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no  ‘cure’  for  them  is  needed.”  And  that 
“...it  would  be  better  to  treat  the  society 
which  makes  it  so  difficult  for  these 
unfortunate  people  ” (pps.  46-47).  Of 
course  Rudd  contests  that  “unfortu- 
nate” is  inappropriate  given  that  these 
people,  on  the  contrary,  are  the  lucki- 
est because  they  have  “permitted  the 
total  personality  full  and  unrestricted 
expression.” 

Too  bad  Dr.  Rudd  doesn’t  have  some 
clout  with  the  pseudoscientific  com- 
munity and  the  compilers  of  the  Diag- 
nostic and  Statistical  Manual  ofMental 
Disorders  (DSM-III-Revised),  or  the 
self-righteous  theologians  of  Church 
dogma.  Or  even  the  sensationalist 
‘tabloid  tycoons’  and  trivialist talk  show 
hosts.  For  as  the  author  points  out, 
“when  people  understand  they  tend  to 
be  less  judgmental.” 

The  12  chapters  deal  with  a variety 
of  aspects  of  crossdressing:  a wife’s 
introduction  to  crossdressing,  liberation 
of  the  total  person,  a new  male  image, 
what  is  femininity?’  the  crossdresser 
and  his  parents/wife/children,  im- 
proving the  marriage,  the  effects  of 
suppressed  femininity,  getting  profes- 
sional help,  learning  to  love  your  hus- 
band ‘en  femme’,  and  help  from 
organizations.  Included  is  a listing  of 
some  93  peer-support  groups  and  pro- 
fessional services  in  the  U.S.  and 
Canada.  Alay  person’s  glossary  of  some 
of  the  more  popular  terms  and  defini- 


tions is  also  provided. 

“Crossdressers,”  Dr.  Rudd  believes, 
“are  a generation  ahead  of  society  in 
the  evolution  of  the  true  gender 
identity... [They]  have  found  inner  se- 
curity and  self-awareness... [They  have] 
been  successful  in  expressing  [their] 
total  personality.”  (p.25).  She  cites  a 
study  conducted  by  an  ad  firm  in  Hous- 
ton which  focuses  on  the  area  of  men’s 
and  women’s  changing  roles,  seeing 
the  change  as  sharing,  not  role-reversal, 
and  documenting  this  sharing  of  roles. 
Rudd  concludes  that  perhaps  gender  is 
not  set  in  concrete  after  all,  and  that 
the  stagnation  of  gender  role  expecta- 
tions is  giving  way  to  an  exciting  and 
complex  evolution. 

This  reviewer  thinks  many  a loved 
one  and  friend  of  a Temmophile,’  and 
many  a psychotherapist  and  counselor 
of  transvestites  will  be  a better  person 
or  better  helping  professional,  as  the 
case  may  be,  for  having  read  this  well- 
written,  long-overdue  book  on  cross- 
dressing. 

(Rupert  Raj- Gauthier  has  reviewed 
a number  of  books , tapes  and  films  on 
crossdresser  phenomena  and  makes 
available  for  purchase  3 books , 2 pro- 
fessional papers,  2 newsletters  (previ- 
ously published)  and  an  info  packet  on 
transsexualism.  Order  from:  Gender 
Consultants,  P.O,  Box  1224,  Station  A, 
Toronto,  Ontario,  Canada  M5W 1G7.) 
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Film  Review 


I Want  What  I Want 


Reviewed  by  Daniel  M.  T.  Graham 


Iwant  What  I Want  is  a film  that  is  fairly 
forgotten  by  most  members  of  the 
crossdressing  circle  and  even  the  most 
devout  of  film  scholars  are  rather  hazy 
about  it.  This  film  has  managed  to  slip 
through  the  cracks  as  it  is  not  a campy 
look  at  the  male  to  female  sex-change 
operation,  but  a serious  work  about  the 
emotions  of  the  person  changing  his  life 
(hopefully)  for  the  better. 

Roy  is  played  by  Anne  Heyward  and 
works  at  a real  estate  office  as  a clerk. 
When  he  is  not  working  he  is  at  the 
window  looking  at  girls.  These  looks  are 
not  those  of  a sexual  nature,  but  as  a 
voyeur  who  is  admiring  the  clothing  and 
the  total  feminine  look. 

Roy  lives  with  his  father  who  is  a 
dominating,  egotistical  and  socially 
prominent  bore.  Roy  is  the  good  son  who 
follows  his  father's  wishes  and  is  always 
home  at  a respectable  hour.  In  fact,  he  is 
so  devoted  to  his  family,  he  often  watches 
his  niece  for  his  sister.  On  one  of  his 
babysitting  stints  he  enters  his  sister's 
bedroom  andfeels  the  fabric  ofthe  clothing. 
But  he  tries  nothing  on. 

Roy  retumshome  from  a dinner  party 
before  his  father  and  he  slips  into  some- 
thingcomfortablein  theline  of an  evening 
dress.  He  falls  asleep  in  front  of  the  tele- 
vision and  when  his  father  return  s home, 


he  thinks  it  is  a young  woman.  He  is 
startled  to  see  it  is  Roy  andbeatshim.  Roy 
maneuvers  up  the  stairs  and  the  father 
pulls  off  his  wig  and  forces  Roy  to  look  at 
himself  in  a mirror.  His  make-up  is 
smeared  and  the  lipstick  is  hideously 
pushed  across  his  face  from  one  of  the 
blows. 

Roy  leaves  home,  takes  a room  in  a 
small  hotel  and  starts  his  transformation 
into  a woman.  The  section  where  he  puts 
on  eyelashes  is  amusing  as  they  keep 
sticking  to  his  fingers  and  this  is  a prime 
case  of  art  imitating  life.  After  much 
trying  and  discovery  of  the  ways  to  apply 
make-up  and  look  like  a woman,  he  be- 
comes Wendy  Ross.  He  packs  her  bags 
and  heads  out  in  to  the  world  as  the  woman 
he  always  longed  to  be.  She  has  invented 
a new  background  to  go  with  her  name 
and  the  only  problem  is  whether  to  use 
lady's  room  or  the  men's  room  at  the  train 
station.  She  uses  the  lady's  room  with 
such  success  that  she  is  propositioned  by 
a lesbian. 

Wendy  rents  a small  flat  in  a converted 
house  and  becomes  friendly  with  the 
landlady  who  is  very  talkative.  In  order  to 
make  the  new  tenant  feel  at  home  she 
invites  her  to  lunch  with  the  rest  of  the 
occupants  of  the  house.  Wendy  is  a de- 
lightful addition  to  the  house  as  they  are 
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all  educated,butrather  strapped  for  funds. 

Wendy  goes  to  visit  her  sister  who  is 
taken  back  by  the  way  Wendy  looks. 
When  the  sister  says  that  the  wig  Wendy 
is  wearing  will  never  do,  Wendy  snaps 
back  that  it  is  not  a wig,  but  her  own  hair. 
Things  become  calm  between  the  two  and 
they  sit  in  the  bedroom  and  paint  their 
fingernails  together,  just  like  two  sister 
rather  than  as  brother  and  sister. 

After  living  as  a woman  for  six  months, 
Wendy  sees  a doctor  about  a sex-change 
operation.  Wendy  is  quite  convincing  as  a 
woman  and  the  doctor  sees  no  foreseeable 
troubles.  But  he  discuses  the  mental  as- 
pects of  the  operation.  This  scene  israther 
brief  and  we  can  only  assume  that  she 
sees  the  doctor  again. 


The  only  problem  that  Wendy  has  in 
her  life  is  that  she  is  in  love  with  Frank. 
Wendy  tells  Frank  she  is  going  on  a trip 
and  will  be  away  for  sometime,  but  when 
she  returns  if  he  still  feels  the  same  way 
about  her,  then  perhaps  something  can 
happen.  They  argue  and  after  Frank  is 
gone  Wendy  impales  herself  with  a bro- 
ken piece  of  glass. 

Cut  to  a year  later  and  Wendy  is  in  a 
hospital  andhashad  the  operation  and  is 
now  truly  Wendy  Ross. 

I Want  What  I Want  is  adapted  from 
the  book  of  the  same  title  by  Geoff  Brown 
and  stays  true  to  it  source  in  plot  and 
development  Thefilmrunsfor  97  minutes 
andisdistiibutedby  Prism  Entertainment 
and  can  be  found  in  most  video  stores. 


Nadia  from  page  6 

that  I am  anything  other  than  a natural 
bom  female.  Andby  this  time  my  breasts 
have  grown  to  a small  “A”  cup  size,  of 
which  I am  so  proud. 

Unfortunately,  due  to  an  illness  in  her 
family,  Nadia  returns  to  Puerto  Rico,  to  a 
small  town  called  Fajaro.  She  leaves 
suddenly,  leaving  the  house  rented  to  her 
by  family  members  who  live  in 
Farmingville,  Long  Island.  I have  tried 
many  times  to  contact  Nadia  Mendez,  in 
Fajaro.  But  there  are  somany  people  with 
the  same  last  name  that  it  is  impossible  to 
trace  her. 

I hope  someone  reads  my  story,  and 
knows  of  a Puerto  Rican  woman,  living  in 
Fajaro  who  fits  the  following  description: 
about  five  feet,  four  inches  and  weighing 
about  125  pounds.  She  is  in  her  mid-  or 
early  forties,  and  has  two  children.  Nadia 
has  darkhair,  aroundface  and  abeautiful 
personality.  She  once  worked  at  a bicycle 
factory  in  Medford,  called  Iverson. 


Anyone  who  has  family,  friends  or 
relatives  living  in  Puerto  Rico  who  might 
knowNadiaMendez- particularly  anyone 

living  in  Fajaro,  feel  free  to  contact  me: 
Roberta  Angela  Dee 
P.O.  Box  14391 
Augusta,  GA  30919-0391 

Thank  you.  I miss  her  dearly. 
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Jo  Ann  Roberts 


Fantasia  Fair 

THE 

P’town  Experience 


ere  is  nothing  else  like  it  in  the 
country  or  the  world  for  that  matter. 
Fantasia  Fair  is  a collage  of  transgender 
activities  brought  together  under  one 
umbrella  for  10  days  in  beautiful  and 
quaint  Provincetown,  Mass. 

Unlike  other  events  confined  to  a 
single  location,  Fantasia  Fair  events 
are  spread  over  a wide  area  of  the  town. 
This  gives  you  the  opportunity  to 
interact  with  the  locals  on  an  everyday 
level.  It  is  the  penultimate  fantasy. 
Live  and  dress  as  you  please,  go  where 
you  please  and,  almost,  do  as  you  please. 
No  one  will  chide youfor  beingy ourself. 

The  fair  is  actually  three  events  in 
one.  The  10  days  of  the  total  event 
brackets  two  weekends.  Each  weekend 
can  be  considered  a separate  event  in 
itself.  The  fair  starts  with  “Releasing 
the  Woman  Within”  from  Oct.  12-14, 
the  first  weekend.  The  activities  include 
a “Welcome”  Open  House  party,  a 
Partners  seminar,  a Going  Public 
seminar,  a Beauty  Fair,  a Close 
Encounters  workshop,  a Ladies  Night 
Banquet,  House  Parties,  and  Pool  Party 
on  Sunday.  Additional  cost  workshops 
include  a Couples  Workshop,  and  a 
Speech  Workshop. 

Some  of  the  really  neat  activities 
occur  during  the  week  itself.  Every 


morning  there  is  coffe  and  pastry  for 
the  partners  (wives  and  SOs  only) 
attending  the  fair.  There  is  also  a 
Fashion  & Beauty  course  every  day. 

Each  evening  of  the  week  has  a 
special  event.  Monday  night  is  theTown 
& Grown  Supper.  Tuesday  night  is  the 
Fashion  Show  with  fair  participants  as 
models.  Wednesday  night  is  the 
Outreach  Banquet  and  House  Parties. 
Thursday  night  is  the  FanFair  Follies, 
an  amateur  talent  show  followed  by 
the  Apres  Follies  party.  Friday  night  is 
the  Fantasy  Ball  costume  parly.  Last, 
but  not  least,  on  Saturday  night  is  the 
Awards  Banquet. 

That  pretty  much  takes  care  of  the 
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evenings,  but  what  do  you  do  during 
the  day?  Not  to  worry!  The  fair 
organizers  have  provided  you  with  a 
myriad  of  choices  for  daytime  events. 
Luncheon  every  day  includes  a seminar. 
The  topics  range  from  transsexualism 
to  legal  issues  to  fashion  photography 
and  much  more.  The  afternoons  are 
filled  with  extra  cost  activities  such  as 
the  Whale  Watch,  Personal 
Development,  and  the  Advanced 
Speech  course. 

The  final  weekend  of  the  fair  is 
dubbed  the  “Fun  En  Femme”  weekend, 
Oct.  19-21.  We  already  mentioned  the 
Fantasy  Ball  and  the  Awards  banquet. 
This  weekend  also  includes  a Fashion 
Fair,  a Close  Encounters  workshop  and 
a choice  from  three  luncheon  seminars. 
After  the  Awards  banquet,  there  will 
be  several  house  parties  lasting  until 
the  early  morning.  Sunday  includes  a 
special  church  service  and  breakfast. 

So,  that’s  the  fair  in  a nutshell,  but 
what’s  it  really  like?  Nothingyou  could 
ever  imagine  before  you  go  there  the 
first  time.  I promise. 

People  from  all  over  the  U.S.  and  the 
world  come  to  Fantasia  Fair.  You  will 
have  the  opportunity  to  meet  new 
people  and  make  lasting  friendships 
that  will  extend  far  beyond  the  simple 
boundaries  of  P’town.  You  will  meet 
people  in  all  stages  of  development; 
transvestites,  transsexuals  and 
transgenderists,  people  you  can  relate 
to  on  every  level.  You  will  meet  many  of 
the  people  you  read  about  in 
publications  like  this  and  discover  they 
are  not  larger  than  life  but  just  plain 
folks,  like  you  are. 

There  are  a couple  of  people  that 
need  special  mention  andyou  will  meet 
them  too  ifyou  attend  thefair.  The  first 


is  Ariadne  Kane,  executive  director  of 
the  Outreach  Instituite,  sponsor  of  the 
fair.  Ari  started  the  fair  16  years  ago 
and  has  oversight  responsibility.  Next 
is  Betty  Ann  Lind,  who  does  much  of 
the  behind-the-scenes  organizing  ofthe 
fair,  some  might  say  the  “real  work.” 
Sheila  Kirk  is  the  registrar  and  worries 
about  such  minor  things  as  lodging  for 
125  people.  These  three  are  supported 
by  a host  of  workers  mostly  unseen  and 
unnoticed  by  the  fair  participants. 

Two  helping  professionals  have 
made  the  fair  “home;”  Dr.  Richard 
Docter  and  Dr.  Reinhart  “Bud”  Heuer. 
Richard  Docter  is  the  author  of 
Transvestites  and  Transsexuals: 
Toward  a Theory  of  Cross-Gender 
Behavior.  Docter  has  been  working  with 
our  community  for  over  10  years.  His 
style  and  wit  are  that  of  a true 
gentleman.  His  advice  is  solid  as  a 
rock.  Bud  Heuer  is  a speech  therapist 
from  Temple  University,  in  Phila- 
delphia, who  conducts  the  fair’s  speech 
programs.  Bud  has  worked  extensively 
with  transsexuals  and  transvestites 
on  feminine  voice  development. 

So,  what  are  you  waiting  for, 
Hallowe’en?  If  so,  you’ll  miss  the  fair! 
The  options  for  attending  the  fair  are 
so  varied  it’s  not  possible  to  give  a 
single  cost  figure  here.  The  “menu”  of 
choices  is  large,  very  large.  It  would 
behoove  you  to  write  for  fair  information 
immediately  and  register  before  Sept. 
15.  That  way  you’ll  receive  your 
Participant’s  Guide  beforehand. 

Fantasia  Fair  is  an  experience  you 
will  never  forget.  Be  good  to  yourself 
and  take  a vacation  in  Provincetown, 
Mass,  during  the  third  week  in  October. 
I hope  I’ll  see  you  there. 

(See  the  fair  ad  on  page  46) 
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An  Experience 
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To  Remember 

Fantasia  Fair 

Natasia  Ecstasy 

(All  photos  by  Rachel  Sorkin) 
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Interview 


Natasia  Ecstasy 


Interview  by  Angela  Gardner 

Residents  of  Center  City  Philadelphia 
have  been  experiencing  a blond  event 
in  recent  years.  Ever  since  Natasia  met 
her  hairdresser  she’s  been  blond  and 
the  event  is  her  evolving  position  as 
Philadelphia’s  hip-est  crossdresser. 
Most  nights  Miss  Ecstasy  can  be  found 
working  at  one  of  Phill/s  hipest  clubs 
- the  Black  Banana. 

While  she  started  as  a humble 
waitress,  Natasia  quickly  worked  her 
way  up  to  bartender,  performance  artist 
and  screen  siren.  Still  in  her  early 
twenties,  Natasia  displays  the  savvy 
and  wit  of  performers  who  have  been 
around  for  a while  longer.  In  this 
interview  with  Angela  Gardner, 
Natasia  tells  all.  Well,  almost  all.  We 
still  don’t  know  her  natural  hair  color. 
(Even  her  hairdresser  has  forgotten.) 

En  Femme : Where  did  you  get  the 
name  Natasia  Ecstasy? 

Natasia : When  I was  coming  out 
the  Ecstasy  Movement  was  takingplace 
in  London.  Acid  House  music  was  on 
the  rise  in  the  U.S.  and  the  whole 
English  scene  was  exploding.  Then  one 
night  at  the  Black  Banana,  a women 
started  taking  her  clothes  off  on  the 
dance  floor.  I heard  a man  say,  “what  is 
she  on  Natasia,  ecstasy?”  I was  very 
connected  to  the  music  scene  and  I felt 


that  the  name  Ecstasy  would  stick  in 
peoples  minds.lt  just  clicked  together 
and  I became  Natasia  Ecstasy. 

EF : Have  youever  taken  Ecstasy? 

Natasia : Ecstasy  doesn’t  refer  to 
the  drug.  It’s  a feeling  of  love  and 
happiness.  Totally  in  control  and 
carefree.  I’m  like  that  most  of  the  time. 
You  don’t  need  drugs  to  be  that  way. 

EF:  When  did  you  first  go  out 
crossdressed? 

Natasia : Hallowe’en,  my  senior 
year  of  high  school.  I entered  a costume 
contest  which  was  judged  by  the 
teachers.  I lost.  I found  out  later  two  of 
them  were  afraid  that  if  I won  I would 
dress  like  that  every  day.  Normally  I 
went  out  on  the  weekends  and  played 
with  the  androgynous  “Club  Kid”  look. 
That  changed  when  I met  Coco. 

EF:  How  did  that  come  about? 

Natasia:  I was  working  with  a 
designer  at  his  boutique  when  Coco 
joined  the  team.  She’s  an  outstanding 
designer  and  she  taught  me  all  I know 
about  design.  We  became  friends  and 
started  to  go  out  clubbing,  shopping, 
all  the  important  stuff.  She  took  me  to 
the  Cartwheel  for  the  first  time  and 
encouraged  me  to  compete  in  the  drag 
show.  I did  7 Need  A Man  by  the 
Eurythmics.  I had  so  much  fun!  Right 
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before  I went  on  stage  I was  whisked  off 
to  the  ladies  room  and  my  hair  was 
teased  into  a seven-inch  tall  “Tower  of 
Power.”  I was  a sight.  A good  sight,  I 
think  since  I won  the  contest.  Around 
two  months  later  I moved  in  with  Coco. 
We  started  performing  around  town  as 
a team.  It  was  easier  to  sell  ourselves. 

EF : Well,  I guess  that's  one  way  to 
make  a living. 

Natasia : No,  silly,  as  performers 
for  clubs  and  private  parties.  Once  we 
did  a sweet  sixteen  birthday  party  for  a 
girl  from  Northeast  Philly. 

EF:  How  did  that  go  over? 

Natasia : They  loved  us! 

EF:  When  did  you  start  working  at 
the  Black  Banana? 

Natasia:  After  we  had  been 
performing  for  a while,  the  Banana 
wanted  us  to  do  a show  on  Sunday 
nights.  They  liked  our  look  and  it  wasn't 
long  before  they  asked  if  we  would  like 
to  work  as  waitresses. 

EF:  One  of  the  first  things  I heard 
about  the  Banana  was  that  the 
waitresses  were  drag.  Did  you  have 
any  problems  with  the  straight 
clientele? 

Natasia:  At  first  our  own  nerves 
gave  us  the  most  problems.  We  didn't 
know  what  to  expect  that  first  night 
and  we  were  overly  sensitive.  Also  we 
were  used  to  presenting  an  illusion 
from  a stage,  not  interacting  up  close. 
We  got  giggles  from  some  people  and 
some  of  the  Perm  Girls,  those  women 
who  have  big  hair  all  the  time  with  lots 
of  over-processing.  Some  of  them  were 
rude.  After  we'd  been  here  for  a while 
and  everyone  got  to  know  us  it  got 
much  more  mellow.  Now  it's  gotten  to 
the  point  where  most  people  forget  Fm 
really  a guy. 


EF:  Does  that  ever  lead  to  problems? 
How  do  you  handle  straight  men  who 
come  on  to  you? 

Natasia:  They’re  just  like  moths 
around  a flame.  No,  I have  a lot  of 
friends  and  they  all  know  about  me. 
Some  fantasize,  others  just  don’t  care. 
(She  giggles.)  That's  all  Fm  saying.  My 
love  life  is  a big  secret.  When  I open  my 
mouth  I get  in  trouble. 

EF:  What  are  you  favorite  types  of 
places  to  go  out? 

Natasia:  I actually  have  more  fun 
at  straight  bars  than  gay  bars.  When  I 
say  straight,  I mean  a mixed  crowd  is 
much  better.  I like  a variety  of  people. 

EF:  With  the  mix  they  get,  the 
Banana  is  probably  the  best  place  to 
meet  that  variety. 

Natasia:  Yes,  and  the  Banana  has 
been  doing  a lot  to  further  my  career.  I 
star  in  the  videos  that  run  in  the  club. 
They're  written,  directed  and  filmed  by 
Nicky  London.  He’s  had  me  portray 
everything  from  a '30s  hooker  to  a 
psychotic  model.  The  club  has  made 
huge  posters  with  my  photo  and  put  me 
in  the  newspapers.  I starred  in  a cabaret 
show  that  was  written  and 
choreographed  by  Suzi  Miller  from 
Pulsations  and  the  Evening  Magazine 
(Philly  television  program)  Dancers. 
They  built  a stage  with  lights,  video 
and  hired  background  dancers.  It  was 
a huge  success.  Everyone  said  I should 
have  sung  for  real. 

EF:  Is  there  a singing  career  on  the 
horizon? 

Natasia:  Why  not?  Fve  had  over 
ten  years  of  vocal  training  and  went  to 
Performing  Arts  (High  School)  for  vocal 
and  dance.  Recently  I worked  on  my 
first  feature  film. 

EF:  As  an  actress? 
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Natasia : No,  as  a dancer.  I vogued 
for  fourteen  hours  for  the  sequel  to 
Mannequin , Mannequin  on  the  Move. 

EF : 14  hours  in  pumps? 

Natasia : Yes!  And  then  I had  to  go 
to  work  at  the  Banana.  So  much  for 
glamor  and  show  biz. 

EF:  Speaking  of  glamor,  who  are 
your  favorite  designers? 

Natasia : I’m  in  love  with  Gaultier! 
He's  why  Madonna  looks  so  good  now. 
He's  dressingher  in  sequin ed  bras  and 
hot  pants.  His  clothing  is  so  sexy.  It's  a 
major  influence  on  my  style.  Nicky 
London  put  me  in  sequins. 

EF:  Your  video  director? 

Natasia:  And  stylist.  He's  brilliant. 
I went  from  punk  vamp  (everything  I 
owned  was  black),  to  Daisy  Lou  Slut 
(ripped  cut-off  jeans  and  half-tops),  to 
Robert  Palmer  girl. 

EF:  I liked  you  in  that  look. 

Natasia:  Thanks.  It  was  fun  but 
now  Nicky  has  me  in  tailored  jackets, 
big  palazzo  pants  with  set  and  curl 
hairstyles.  Very  Dick  Tracy. 

EF:  What's  next? 

Natasia:  I can't  reveal  it  at  this 
time  but  it's  really  hot  and  yes,  it  does 
involve  sequins. 

EF:  What’s  next  for  your  activities 
at  the  Black  Banana? 

Natasia:  Well,  the  last  week  in 
June  is  “Condom  Awareness  Week”  so 
we'll  be  working  on  a benefit  for  the 
John  Locke  Fund. 

EF:  A drag  show? 

Natasia:  No.  Everyone  does  drag 
shows  now.  I find  them  boring.  Each 
Sunday  in  June  is  the  “Do  Show.”  More 
exciting  than  a drag  show.  It’s  a 
hairstyling  competition  with  different 
themes.  I’ll  be  Mistress  of  Ceremonies. 
There  are  prizes  for  the  hairdressers 


and  the  models.  All  proceeds  will  go  to 
the  Locke  Fund. 

EF:  Have  you  ever  felt  you  were  a 
gender  rebel? 

Natasia:  Yes.  In  high  school  I put 
up  with  snickers  from  some  of  the  more 
uptight  guys,  but  most  of  my  classmates 
were  open  minded,  I mean  they  were 
artists.  I was  nominated  for  Senior 
Prom  Queen,  but  I won  Prom  King.  I 
went  dressed  funky  and  freaky.  A 
cropped  double  breasted  jacket,  a lacy, 
frilly  collar,  black  biker  shorts,  bigpolice 
shoes  and  very  natural  makeup.  Except 
for  the  beet  red  lips.  Oh  yes,  I did  have 
a rebel  incident  in  school!  A male 
classmate  of  mine  wore  eyeliner  to 
class  and  was  kicked  out.  The  next  day, 
I painted  and  was  kicked  out  too.  I 
came  back  with  a note  from  the  vice 
principal  saying  there  was  nothing  in 
the  school  handbook  about  boys 
wearing  makeup.  I made  my  point  but 
I failed  the  class. 

EF:  We're  running  out  of  space.  Do 
you  have  a witty  story  that  we  can 
wrap  up  with? 

Natasia:  One  time  Coco  and  I went 
to  Pulsations  for  her  birthday. 
Pulsations  is  a huge  club  in  Delaware 
County.  We  had  a ball.  No  one  knew 
who  or  what  we  were.  We  danced  with 
men  on  these  platforms  and  no  one 
cared.  I think  it's  because  we  didn't 
have  an  attitude  or  act  like  men  in 
dresses.  We  were,  having  fun  and 
Pulsations  treated  us  like  stars.  They 
announced  us  and  the  mascot,  Pulsar 
the  Robot,  came  out  of  his  space  ship 
and  danced  with  us.  It  was  a whole 
little  show.  I got  my  heel  stuck  in  his 
grille  and  had  to  get  a little  unladylike 
to  pull  it  out.  I think  he  wanted  to  keep 
it.  It  definitely  wasn’t  his  size. 
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Editor’s  Note:  As  we  went  to  press  with  Natasia’s  interview  we 
uncovered  this  additional  item  about  her.  On  June  25th  a surprise 
party  was  held  in  New  York  City  at  The  Palace  for  Madonna  to 
celebrate  the  end  of  the  American  leg  of  her  Blonde  Ambition  Tour. 
Madonna’s  surprise  gift?  Coco  and  Natasia.  Natasia  performed 
Vogue  with  two  of  Madonna’s  back-up  dancers.  After  the  show 
Natasia  met  with  Madonna.  Madonna  was  pleased. 


Natasia* s Photo  Gallery 


32  - 


Above:  Natasia  “lounges"  at  the  Black  Bannana 
Below:  Femme  Fatale  in  a seraglio 
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Wendi  Seabreeze 


My  Wonderful  World 


ny  times  we  have  all  looked  back 
into  our  past,  and  wondered  how  we 
have  survived.  Our  hearts  become  full 
of  experiences  once  conquered.  We  are 
then  aware  that  those  tribulations  have 
molded  our  identities,  causing  a tear 
and  a sigh  to  fly  away.  From  those  days 
of  yesteryear,  we  can  understand  how 
the  fears  of  our  childhood  have  been 
transformed  into  the  courage  of  our 
femininity.  And  through  those  cosmic 
laws  of  cause  and  affect,  I-like-you, 
have  become  what  we  are  today.  We 
are  wonderfully  excitinggirls,  with  little 
or  no  resemblance  to  the  man  we  once 
were.  Nevertheless,  I am  proud  of  this 
transsexual  existence  and  delighted  to 
share  myself  with  you! 

Although  my  story  may  be  some- 
what different  from  your  own,  we  are 
still  much  alike.  Yet  I’m  saddened  that 
I cannot  embrace  you  all,  and  a somber 
mood  hangs  over  me  because  of  your 
silence.  So  with  this  empty  purse  I’ll 
continue  to  tell  this  untold  story.  Let  us 
now  follow  Janet  through  the  land  of 
Aten,  where  the  angels  exist  with  flesh 
like  bronze  and  hair  of  gold... 

But  first,  a quick  recap... 

At  the  end  of  the  last  installment, 
Janet,  who  had  been  held  a prisoner, 
had  then  escaped  due  to  an  automobile 


accident.  Through  this  terror,  Rod, 
Janet’s  real  self,  had  come  to  the  sur- 
face finding  himself  in  a miniskirt, 
tromping  through  a blizzard.  Rod  was 
stunned  to  find  himself  dressed  up  like 
a girl,  out  in  the  middle  of  nowhere. 
Because  this  took  place  in  January  of 
1970,  it  was  a hippie  who  had  picked 
Rod  up  hitch-hiking.  Rod  was  scared 
because  he  didn’t  know  how  to  act  like 
a girl.  But  after  he  got  inside  the  warm 
VW  van,  and  checked  himself  in  the 
mirror,  he  became  calm  and  pleased 
with  his  appearance.  But  this  glee  was 
short-lived,  because  Janet  again 
snatched  reality  away  from  Rod,  and 
became  the  girl  from  the  sphere  within 
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him. 

After  a full  night's  ride,  Janet  had 
learned  that  this  hippie  was  from 
Greenwich  Village,  and  that  he  called 
himself  “Zak.”  She  was  unaware  he 
was  gay,  but  later  learned  this,  as 
you'll  read  when  the  story  unfolds. 

Janet  had  spent  a few  hours  sleep- 
ing in  the  back  of  the  van,  cuddled  with 
Zak's  collie  dog  named  “Bummer.”  Zak 
was  still  wide  awake,  high  on  some- 
thing, listening  to  his  eight  track  tape 
recorder.  “Light  My  Fire”  was  quietly 
playing  as  Janet  awoke  with  the  Florida 
dawn. 


Orange  Sunshine  of  My  Life... 


Janet  sat  up  on  the  lumpy  mattress 
in  the  back  of  the  van,  and  peeked  out 
the  side  window.  Her  minidress  was  in 
tatters,  and  her  shoes  and  nylons  cov- 
ered with  mud  in  a heap  next  to 
Bummer.  Her  blond  hair  was  in  knots, 
and  her  make-up  smeared  from  the 
long  nap.  As  she  stared  out  the  win- 
dow, she  saw  the  early  morning  sun 
flashing  off  a highway  sign  - Daytona 
Beach  Boardwalk,  one  mile.  It  seemed 
almost  impossible  that  they  had  driven 
so  far  from  N orth  Carolina.  But  there  it 
was,  the  mighty  sun  lifting  itself  over 
the  Atlantic  horizon,  like  a sequin  scarf 
blowing  with  the  sea  breeze. 

“Pull  over,  Zak,  please,  please!”  Janet 
begged  like  a child.  Bummer  let  out  a 
yelp  in  harmony  with  her  excitement, 
of  seeing  the  wide  expanse  of  the  sandy 
beach  and  the  fantastic  view  of  the 
ocean.  Zak  pulled  the  van  into  a public 
parking  lot.  Before  the  VW  came  to  a 
complete  stop,  Janet  slid  open  the  side 
door  and  jumped  out,  followed  by  Bum- 
mer. They  ran  across  the  cool  hard 


sand  together  giggling  and  barking, 
and  didn’t  stop  until  they  were  knee 
deep  in  the  cold  water.  Janet  turned 
around  and  waved  at  Zak,  who  was 
standing  next  to  his  van.  Then  she 
gazed  up  into  the  azure  dawn  sky 
reaching  out  over  her  head,  thanking 
God  for  her  freedom,  then  pausing  in 
expectation  of  some  divine  illumina- 
tion. Bummer  barked  at  the  curling 
waves,  as  Janet  wiped  off  the  stale 
make-up  with  her  hands.  She  looked 
around  to  see  herself  alone  on  the  beach , 
so  took  off  the  soiled  dress,  slip  and  bra, 
to  rinse  them  out  in  the  salty  water. 
The  lump  was  clearly  visible  through 
her  tight  satin  panties,  as  she  and 
Bummer  chased  seagulls  up  and  down 
the  beach. 

Soon  a few  other  cars  pulled  into  the 
same  parking  lot,  so  Janet  got  back 
into  the  soggy  dress  and  returned  to 
the  van.  There  she  found  Zak  crashed 
out  in  the  back,  snoring  fiercely.  She 
put  on  one  of  his  over-sized  l-shirts, 
then  sat  on  the  curb  with  her  feet  in  the 
sand  watching  Bummer  play  as  she 
brushed  her  hair.  After  a half  hour  or 
so,  she  hadherself  pretty  well  together. 
She  put  on  a dash  of  eye  shadow, 
mascara  and  some  pink  lipstick  and 
blush  that  she  had  in  her  purse.  The 
parking  lot  had  gotten  crowded,  so  she 
had  a chance  to  see  how  other  girls 
dressed  in  Florida.  Opting  to  remain  in 
the  baggy  t-shirt  and  barefooted,  she 
reached  into  her  purse  to  make  sure 
she  still  had  the  wad  of  cash  she  had 
taken  from  Bill,  as  he  lay  bleeding  in 
the  smashed-up  Chevy.  She  put  it  back 
in  her  purse  and  wrote  a note  to  Zak 
that  she  was  going  for  a walk  up  to  the 
boardwalk.  She  slung  the  purse  over 
her  shoulder  and  set  out  with  Bummer. 
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Imagine  this  young  boy  of  sixteen  in 
a white  oversized  t-shirt,  wearing  a 
little  make-up  and  swinging  his  purse 
nonchalantly.  Who  would  even  think 
that  she  was  really  a guy?  (This  is  why 
I did  pass  in  public  so  well,  because  at 
that  time  my  personality  and  conscious 
thought  was  that  of  J anet,  she  knew  no 
better  of  what  she  was.  My  body  has 
always  been  tiny  with  perfect  facial 
features  and  blue  eyes.  Janet  did  pos- 
sess some  knowledge  and  the  acquired 
mannerisms  of  Valerie,  who  had  occu- 
pied Rod’s  body  for  eight  years.  I wanted 
to  re-explain  this  to  you,  because  some 
my  not  have  read  all  of  the  previous 
installments.) 

Anyway,  before  Janet  had  gotten  to 
the  boardwalk,  she  spotted  a very  cute 
cotton  sundress  of  apple  blossom  pink 
in  a shop  window.  The  boutique  had 
just  opened,  so  Janet  was  the  first  one 
through  the  door. 

“I’d  love  to  buy  that  dress  there  in 
the  window,”  Janet  said  to  a young 
lady  who  was  setting  up  some  things 
for  a busy  day. 

“Which  one,  dear?”  the  sales  lady 
asked,  giving  Janet  a warm  but  direct 
stare. 

“That  pink  one  with  the  dainty  lace 
edges.  What  size  is  it?” 

“Oh,  the  one  that  buttons  smartly 
up  the  back?  That’s  a size  six.  And  it 
looks  to  be  just  about  your  size,”  the 
sales  lady  said  as  she  retrieved  the 
dress  from  the  store  window.  “It  sells 
for  eighty-five  dollars.” 

A slight  frown  appeared  on  Janet’s 
face,  thinking  she  didn’t  have  enough 
cash.  But  when  she  took  the  rubber 
band  off  the  wad  ofbills,  she  discovered 
that  one  ten  was  on  the  outside,  with 
one  and  five  hundred  dollar  bills  in- 


side. Her  eyes  lit  up  like  a girl  on 
Christmas  morning,  and  an  ear  to  ear 
grin  splashed  across  her  face.  “I’ll  take 
it!”  she  gasped,  out  of  breath  with  ex- 
citement. 

Roaming  through  the  boutique  she 
also  picked  sandals  to  match  the  dress, 
and  some  beautiful  abalone  shell  jew- 
elry. She  carried  all  her  things  into  the 
back  room  and  got  dressed.  There  she 
also  stuffed  her  bra  with  some  tissue. 
When  she  went  back  out,  she  noticed  a 
few  other  girls  had  come  into  the  shop, 
and  there  was  Bummer  still  sitting  by 
the  front  door.  The  sales  lady  made  it  a 
point  to  compliment  Janet  on  her  cute 
outfit. 

“Yes,  you  look  quite  lovely.  Your 
boyfriend  is  going  to  love  that  dress.” 

“I  don’t  have  a boyfriend,”  Janet 
said  dropping  her  head  in  shame. 

“Well  in  an  outfit  like  that,  it  won’t 
be  long  before  you  do.  Let  me  total  up 
your  bill,”  the  lady  said  as  she  punched 
buttons  on  the  cash  register.  “That 
comes  to  two  hundred  and  sixty  dol- 
lars. Will  that  be  all?” 

Janet  looked  around,  “Oh,  I guess. 
No  wait,  I’ll  buy  that  hat  too!”  She  put 
it  on  over  her  head.  The  white  imitation 
straw  hat,  banded  with  a pink  ribbon 
and  large  bow  in  the  back  fit  perfectly. 

“Okay  that  will  be  two  hundred  and 
ninety-four  dollars  and  seventy  cents.” 

“Here  you  go,”  Janet  said  as  she 
handed  the  lady  three  one  hundred 
dollar  bills.  “You  keep  the  change  for 
being  so  polite!” 

“Thank  you  dear.  Have  a groovy  day 
on  the  boardwalk.  And  I hope  you  meet 
a nice  boy.”  The  lady  waved,  then  be- 
gan talking  with  the  other  customers. 

As  soon  as  Janet  walked  out  the 
front  door,  there  was  Bummer  to  greet 
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her.  There  was  a whole  crowd  ofbuzzing 
people  chatting  and  laughing  as  they 
made  their  way  to  the  boardwalk.  J anet 
twirled  around  showing  off  her  dress 
right  in  the  middle  of  the  street.  She 
was  walking  on  a cloud  like  an  angel, 
swaying  from  side  to  side  in  her  sweet- 
sexy  walk.  Two  guys  whistled  at  her 
from  a passing  car,  and  another  tooted 
his  horn.  She  waved  and  tittered. 

When  she  got  to  the  boardwalk,  she 
went  inside  another  boutique  and 
bought  a new  purse,  some  funky  ear- 
rings, a tie-dyed  chiffon  scarf,  and  a 
sexy  baby-blue  bikini  with  a matching 
flirty  skirt.  Then  she  bought  herself 
and  Bummer  a big,  juicy  hamburger 
and  a soda,  sat  down  on  a bench  and 
watched  the  rides. 

As  she  strolled  about  through  the 
shops  buying  things,  and  playing  in 
the  arcade,  she  noticed  that  a group  of 
four  young  guys  followed  her  around. 
Finally,  they  approached  her  and 
started  a conversation. 

“Hey,  I really  dig  your  trippy  ear- 
rings! What’s  your  name?”  One  guy 
asked. 

“Janet.  What’s  yours?” 

“My  name  is  Carl.  This  is  Steve,  Bob 
and  Lyle.” 

“Hi!”  they  all  said  with  a smile. 

“Would  you  like  to  take  a walk  with 
us,  to  the  water  and  smoke  a joint?” 
Carl  asked  as  he  put  one  arm  around 
Janet  and  whispered  in  her  ear. 

“A  joint?  What’s  that?” 

All  the  guys  looked  at  each  other  in 
surprise.  Then  Carl  said,  “you  know, 
Pot.  Grass.  Weed.  Haven’t  you  ever 
smoked  any?” 

“No,”  Janet  answered  with  embar- 
rassment. “What  does  it  do?” 

“It  gets  you  high,”  Lyle  quietly  re- 


plied, because  there  were  still  people 
walking  around  them.  “It  makes  you 
feel  good!” 

“Well,  I guess  I could  try  a little,” 
Janet  said,  hoping  to  make  new  friends. 

“Far-out!”  Carl  said  ashe  took  Janet 
gently  by  the  hand,  and  led  her  out  onto 
the  sand  and  away  from  the  crowd. 
Bummer  had  followed  right  behind. 
And  before  J anet  knew  what  was  hap- 
pening, she  was  giggling  as  all  four  of 
the  guys  took  turns  shot-gunning  the 
smoke  into  her  mouth.  Janet  didn’t 
know  it,  but  they  had  walked  down  the 
beach  to  where  Zak’s  VW  was  parked. 
She  showed  the  guys  her  new  bikini, 
and  some  lingerie  she  had  bought.  She 
told  them  how  she  was  all  alone,  and 
how  she  got  a ride  from  North  Caro- 
lina. Carl  especially  liked  this  giving 
Janet  a big  hug  and  French  kiss.  This 
she  enjoyed,  but  as  they  sat  on  the 
beach  getting  higher,  Carl  had  slid  up 
Janet’s  dress,  and  moved  one  hand 
way  up  inside  to  feel  her  panties.  That’s 
when  he  got  the  surprise. 

“Oh,  God!  This  ain’t  no  girl!”  He 
screamed,  jumping  to  his  feet.  “It’s  a 
guy!  A queer.  Damn  you!  How  could 
you  do  this  to  me?!  You  damn  fairy!” 
Janet  got  scared  as  Carl  started 
pushing  her  around.  Bummer  started 
to  bite  at  him.  One  guy  grabbed  her  by 
the  hair  and  was  ready  to  punch  her. 
But  just  then,  Zak  came  running  to  her 
defense.  The  guys  took  off  running, 
being  chased  by  Bummer  all  the  way  to 
the  boardwalk. 

“Zak,  oh  Zak!”  Janet  cried.  “Those 
boys  were  going  to  beat  me  up!” 

“Now,  now,  settle  down.  They’re  gone 
now.  What’s  the  problem?” 

“I-I-was  having  a wonderful  time.  I 
bought  these  new  clothes.  Those  guys 
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liked  me  and  said  I was  pretty,  and 
smoked  something  called  a joint  with 
me.  Then  Carl  jumped  up  yelling,  say- 
ing I was  a guy.  I thought  they  liked 
me.  Oh,  Zak,  what's  wrong  with  me?” 

Zak  sat  down  next  to  her.  Bummer 
returned  and  gave  Janet  a wet  lick  on 
the  leg.  “Well,  are  you  a man?”  Zak 
asked  sincerely. 

“No!  I'm  a girl,  I-I-guess  I am...”  she 
said  with  a sigh  and  a tear. 

Zak  was  puzzled  for  a few  minutes, 
and  just  thought  the  weed  had  gotten 
her  stoned  really  bad.  Then  he  slid  his 
hand  up  under  her  dress  to  find  out  for 
himself.  When  he  discovered  what  was 
there,  it  didn’t  shake  him  at  all. 

“Janet,  you’re  the  prettiest  guy  I 
have  ever  seen,  but  you’ll  always  be  a 
girl  to  me.  Okay?  And  you  know  what 
- 1 cross-dress  too,”  Zak  informed  her, 
just  thinking  she  was  aTV  or  aTS,  and 
not  understanding  that  she  was  a split 
off  part  of  Rod’s  personality. 

Janet  really  didn’t  know  what  to 
make  of  what  Zak  had  just  said.  She  sat 
there  for  a few  minutes,  then  started  to 
show  Zak  all  the  things  she  had  bought, 
like  nothing  had  happened. 

“Come  on,  honey,”  he  said,  helping 
Janet  to  her  feet.  “Let’s  get  back  on  the 
road.  We’ll  go  to  Fort  Lauderdale  where 
there  are  plenty  of  cool  people  like  us. 
We’ll  have  a blast,  just  wait  and  see.” 

On  the  way  to  Fort  Lauderdale,  Zak 
cranked  open  the  sun  roof,  while  Janet 
changed  into  her  bikini.  Zak  explained 
that  Janet  stuffed  her  bra  okay,  but  if 
she  was  going  to  be  a convincing  girl  in 
the  swimsuit,  she  had  to  tuck  her  thing 
away  tightly.  Then  he  explained  the 
best  way  to  do  it. 

“If  we’re  going  to  stay  in  Florida,  we 
will  have  to  get  a boss  tan,”  Zak  re- 


marked as  he  removed  his  shirt,  still 
driving,  then  reached  behind  the  seat 
for  some  sun  tan  lotion.  “Hey,  babe,  rub 
some  of  this  on  me.  Then  put  some  all 
over  you,  too.”  Janet  reached  over  and 
began  to  rub  the  oil  over  his  hairless 
torso.  Then  she  shyly  asked,  while  bat- 
ting her  eyes,  “Zak,  will  you  be  my 
boyfriend?” 

“Sure,  honey,”  Zak  replied  with  a 
smile.  Then  he  reached  behind  him 
again  and  pulled  out  a bag  full  of  grass. 
“Let’s  smoke  some  of  these!” 

It  was  dark  by  the  time  they  drove 
into  Fort  Lauderdale.  Zak  had  con- 
vinced Janet  to  get  dressed  up  before 
they  went  out  to  explore  the  town.  So 
she  changed  into  a little  hot  pink 
minidress,  with  a super  wide  white 
belt,  and  white  gloss  high-heeled  boots. 
The  dress  was  really  sexy  and  tight, 
but  with  long  sheer  dolman  sleeves 
and  ruffled  cuffs.  She  wore  her  funky 
moon-star  earrings,  brushed  out  her 
hair  and  re-did  her  make-up.  Zak 
watched  in  awe,  and  explained  how  he 
had  the  urge  to  dress  up  also.  But  he 
explained  that  it  would  take  him  much 
longer,  and  that  they  would  have  to 
check  into  a motel  room.  So  the  first 
night  in  Fort  Lauderdale,  Zak  escorted 
Janet  around  like  she  was  his  date. 
They  went  in  all  kinds  of  different  bars, 
even  the  Button  and  Big  Daddies.  Janet 
got  wild  out  on  the  dance  floor,  and  was 
flirting  around  with  a lot  of  drunken 
straight  guys.  To  avoid  further  trouble, 
he  decided  to  get  her  out  of  there  and 
call  it  a night.  So  they  checked  into  a 
motel  on  the  beach. 

After  sneaking  Bummer  into  the 
room,  they  ate  some  tacos,  drank  some 
beer,  then  took  a long  shower  together, 
and  had  a brief  sexual  encounter.  Zak 
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got  into  a clean  pair  of  boxer  shorts. 
Janet  wore  a sexy  lilac  colored  nightie. 
They  were  laying  there  on  the  bed 
watching  Johnny  Carson.  Zak  leaned 
over  and  took  a small  bottle  from  his 
suitcase.  (Here  is  when  I,  as  Janet,  had 
my  first  psychedelic  experience.) 

Janet  swallowed  the  LSD  in  igno- 
rance to  it’s  power,  and  chased  it  down 
with  a sip  of  beer.  She  and  Zak  laid  in 
bed  passionately  making-out,  waiting 
for  the  drug  to  take  effect.  The  radio 
was  playing  some  Hendrix  music  as 
Johnny  and  Ed  chatted  away  on  tele- 
vision. Then  a crackling  pop  darted 
through  Janet’s  head,  as  the  music 
echoed  and  the  ceiling  glowed. 

“Oooo,  Zak,  I’m  starting  to  feel  funny. 
Wee,  hee,  hee!  I feel  cool,  man!”  Janet 
said  as  she  broke  the  embrace  from 
Zak,  and  laid  over  on  her  back.  “Golly, 
my  brain  feels  hot.  How  are  you  doin’?” 
“Hey,  babe.  I’m  digging  it.  In  a few 
minutes,  we’ll  be  flying!” 

“Kiss  me,  kiss  me,  kiss  me!”  Janet 
begged  as  she  snickered.  “And  please, 
if  I get  out  of  control,  don’t  let  anything 
happen  to  me,  okay?” 

Zak  rolled  over  and  gave  her  a big 
wet  kiss  and  said,  “you’ll  be  alright,  but 
we  have  to  get  out  of  this  room.  Let’ s go 
to  the  beach.” 

“Yeah,  that  would  be,  how  do  you 
say,  far-out!”  Janet  laughed  as  she 
jumped  up. 

Zak  got  into  his  bell-bottomed  jeans, 
and  Janetjust  slipped  thepink  sundress 
over  her  nightie.  Both  of  them  were 
bare-footed  as  they  left  the  room  arm  in 
arm,  and  crossed  the  street  to  the  beach. 
Bummer  followed  them,  then  took  the 
lead  running  around  through  the  sand. 
Soon  both  of  them  were  laying  on  their 
backs  in  a profound  discussion,  staring 


up  at  the  stars. 

It  was  a moonless  night,  warm  and 
humid,  quite  unusual  for  a January 
night.  The  roaring  melody  of  the  waves, 
rolled  a blanket  of chilled  air  over  Janet, 
bringing  tiny  goose  bumps  to  her  arms 
and  legs.  A magenta  triangle  dropped 
from  the  sky  with  a sizzling  whoosh 
and  caged  her.  Iridescent  fingers  shot 
out  from  beneath  the  chromatic  crys- 
tals of  sand  to  free  her  from  the  attack- 
ing triangle.  Her  eyes  became 
translucent  as  she  watched  the  battle 
scene  around  her.  Zak  had  become  like 
a statue  and  seemed  to  melt  into  the 
dense  air.  Then  a flaming  twister  de- 
scended from  a crimson  heart  that  had 
appeared  in  the  starry  night  from  a 
falling  star.  It  swirled  around  Janet 
dragging  her  to  her  feet.  There  she 
stood  being  transformed  with  the  hands 
of  God.  Her  breasts  were  carved  into  a 
beautiful  form.  While  her  manhood 
vanished  with  a snapping  sound,  leav- 
ing a cute  manicured  vagina  there  be- 
tween her  legs.  The  flaming  vortex 
continued  to  spin  around  her,  until  the 
wings  of  an  angel  grew  quickly  from 
the  shoulder  blades  of  her  back. 

Bummer  flew  over  to  her  and  spoke 
with  the  voice  of  the  guardian  of  her 
heart,  and  the  spiritual  guide  of  her 
soul.  “I  am  Ebeth.  The  savior  of  your 
mind.”  Bummer’s  tail  wagged  as  she 
spoke  again.  “I  have  come  to  guide  you 
through  the  land  of  Aten,  through  the 
portal  of  your  dreams  to  a life  of  pure 
bliss,  through  the  transformation  of 
your  birth,  and  the  cleansing  of  you 
life!”  Janet  danced  in  a circle  around 
Bummer,  leaving  a path  of  gold  dust, 
like  the  trails  from  heaven  that  had 
fallen  upon  her,  covering  her  reality 
continued  on  page  45 
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Resources 


• National  Organizations  • 

International  Foundation  for  Gender 
Education  (IFGE),  Box  367,  Wayland, 
MA  01778,  Publishes  “TV/TS  Tapestry”. 
Reprints  and  books  on  TV/TS  subjects, 
other  info.  617-899-2212. 

Outreach  Institute , Box  368,  Kenmore 
Station,  Boston,  MA  02215.  General  TV/ 
TS  information  for  personal  and  profes- 
sional use.  Hard  to  find  books. 

Renaissance  Education  Association , Inc . , 
Box  552,  King  of  Prussia,  PA  19406, 215- 
630-1437,  $12  membership  fee  includes 
monthly  newsletter.  Background  Papers 
on  TV/TS  issues  for  personal  and  profes- 
sional use.  Speakers  Bureau.  Inquire 
about  new  chapters. 

Society  for  the  Second  Self( SSS),  Box  194, 
Tulare,  CA  93275.  Organization  for 
Hetero-TVs  only . Publishes  “Femme 
Mirror.”  See  chapters  listed  below.  (c)= 
closed  membership 

•Organizations  by  State • 

City,  Name,  Address,  Zipcode 
Alaska 

Anchorage , Berdache  Society,  Box 

113162,  99511 

Arizona 

Tempe , Alpha-Zeta  SSS(c),  Box  24459, 
85285 

Scottsdale , A Rose(o),  Box  4351,  85261 
California 

Duarte , CHIC(c),  Box  562,  91010 
Fullerton , Powder  Puffs  of  Orange 
County(o),  Box  9091,  92634 
Los  Angeles , Alpha  Chapter  SSS(c),  Box 
36091,90036 

Sacramento , Sacramento  Gender 
Assoc(o),  Box  417701,  95841 
San  Diego,  Neutral  Comer(o),  Box  12581, 
92112 

San  Francisco,  ETVC(o),  Box  6486, 941 01 
San  Jose , Rainbow  Gender 
Association(o),  Box  700730,  95170 


Santa  Monica , Androgyny,  513  Wilshire 

Rd,  Suite  245,  90401 

Tulare , Omega  Chapter  SSS(c),  Box  194, 

93275 

Woodland  Hills , Valley  Girls(o),  Box  944, 
91365 

Connecticut 

Farmington , Connecticut  Outreach 
Society(o),  Box  163,  06034 

Colorado 

Denver , Gender  Identity  Center,  3715 

West  32nd  Ave,  80211 

Florida 

Hollywood , Serenity(o),  Box  307,  33022 
Kissimmee , Central  Florida  Sisters(o),  11 
Westchester  Dr.  34744 
Georgia 

Atlanta , Sigma  Epsilon  SSS(c),  Box 
55144,  30308 

Illinois 

Chicago , Chicago  Gender  Society(o),  Box 
578005,  60657 

Washington,  Central  Illinois  Gender 

Assoc.(o),  Box  126,  61517 

Wood  Dale,  Chi  Chapter  SSS(c),  Box  40, 

60191 

Indiana 

Indianapolis,  IXE(o),  Box  20710,  46220 
Kansas 

Overland  Park,  Crossdressers  & Friends, 

Box  4092,  66204 

Louisiana 

New  Orleans,  Tri  Delta  Chi  SSS(c),  Box 

870213,  70187 

Maine 

Portland , Transupport,  Box  1762,  04101 
Massachusetts 

Springfield , The  Twenty  (XX)  Club(TS), 
Box  80690,  Forrest  Pk  Sta,  01138 
Woburn,  Tiffany  Club(o),  Box  2283, 01 888 
Michigan 

Grand  Rapids,  W.  Michigan  I.M.E.(o), 
Box  1153,  9501 

Royal  Oak,  Crossroads(o),  Box  1245, 

48068 

Minnesota 

Minneapolis , CLCC(o),  Box  16265,  55416 
St  Paul,  MFGE(o),  Box  17945,  55117 
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More  Resources 


Mississippi 

Jackson , Beta  Chi  SSS,  Box  31 253, 39206 
Nebraska 

Bellevue , River  City(o)  ,Box  1305,68005 
Omaha , RCR(c),  Box  24060,  68124 
New  Jersey 

Trenton , SNR  SSS(c),  Box  9255,  08650 
New  Mexico 

Santa  Fe , Fiesta  SSS(c),  DeVargas  Cen- 
ter, Suite  G-451,  87501-1498 
New  York 

Albany, TGIC(o),  Box  13604, 12212 
Camillus , EON(o),  Box  6293, 13031 
Endicott , Butterfly  Group(o),  Box  7161, 
13760 

Mountainville , Chi  Delta  Mu  SSS(c),  Box 
93  10953 

Ozone  Park , LIFE  (c),  Box  121, 11416 
New  Yor&,  The  Gathering  (o),  Box  29, 
NYC,  10021 

Tillson , Transgender  Network(o),  Box 

177,12486 

Ohio 

Cincinnati , Cross-Port(o),  Box  12701, 
45212 

Elyria , Alpha-Omega  SSS(c),  Box  954, 
44036 

Parma , Paradise  Club(o),  Box  29564, 
44129 

Reynoldsburg , Crystal  Club,  Box  287, 

43068 

Oregon 

Portland , North  West  Gender  Alliance(o), 
Box  4928,  97208. 

Sa/em,  Capitol  City,  Box  3312,  97302 
Pennsylvania 

Philadelphia , TS  Support  Group,  Box 
15836,19103 

Philadelphia  , Renaissance  Chapter  (o), 

Box  AD,  Bensalem,  19406 

Reading , Renaissance  Chapter  (o),  Box 

14421,19612 

Pittsburgh , TransPitt(o),  Box  3214, 
15230 

Yor£,  Renaissance  Chapter  (o),  Box  7412, 

17404 

Texas 

Arlington , Delta  Omega  SSS(c),  Box 
1021,  76004 

Austin , Heart  of  Texas  TV(o),  Box  402, 
78767 


Houston , Gulf  Coast  TV  Chapter(o),  Box 
441754,  77244 

Richmond , Tau  Chi  Tri  SSS(c),  Box  533, 
77469 

San  Antonio , B&P  Society(o),  Box 

169652,  78280 

Utah 

Sa/£  Lake  City , Alpha  Rho  Provesta  SSS, 

Box  651384,  84126 

Virginia 

Alexandria ,DCEA(o),  Box  11254,  Lin- 

colnia  Station,  22312 

Washington 

Portland , NW  Gender  Alliance(o),  Box 
4928,  97208 

Seattle , Emerald  City(o),  Box  31318, 
98103 

• Canadian  • 

Alberta , Alberta  Contact  Club(o),  Box 
4667,  Station  C,  Calgary,  T2T-5P1 
British  Columbia , Cornbury  Society(c), 
Box  3745,  Vancouver,  V6B-3Z1 
Owen  Sound , Ontario  TV  Club(o),  Box 
682,  Ontario,  N4K  5P1 
Toronto , Transition  Support  (TS),  1002 
Woodbine,  Ontario,  M4C-4C1 

•Overseas  • 

New  Zealand , TransCare,  c/o  The  Minori- 
ties Trust,  Box  2983,  Wellington 
Republic  of  So.  Africa , Phoenix  Society, 
Box  375,  Parow,  7500 
Scotland , Scottish  TV/TS  group,  c/o 
SHRG,  58a  Broughton  St.,  Edinburgh, 
EH1-35A 

UK,  Essex,  TransEssex,  Box  3,  Basildon, 
SS141PT, 

•Information  Services  • 

CA,  San  Juan  Capistrano,  J2CP  Infor- 
mation Services,  TS  info,  Box  184,  92693 

CT,  Manchester,  Gender  Identity  Clinic  of 
New  England,  TS  info,  68  Adelaide  Rd., 
06040 

MA,  N.  Dartmouth,  Gender  Information 
Services,  TS  info,  Box  9238,  02747 

Quebec,  Hamilton , FACT(TS),  Box  291, 
Station  “A”,  Ontario,  L8N-3C8 


- 41  - 


More  Resources 


Quebec,  Toronto,  Gender  Worker  Serv- 
ices, Box  1224,  Station  “A”,  Ontario, 
M6W-1G7 

•Boutiques  & Businesses  • 

CA,  Glendale , NS  Products  ( Breast 
Forms),  Box  6678-L,  91205 

CA,  Mt.  View , B&R  Creations  (Corsetry), 
Box  4201 -L,  94040 

CA,  Sherman  Oaks , Lydia’s  TV  Fashions, 
1 3837  Ventura Blvd.,  Suite  2,  91 423, 81 8- 
995-7195. 

CA,  Tustin , Versatile  Fashions,  Box  1 051 , 
92681 

CA,  Woodland  Hills,  Fantasy  Fashions, 
22968  Victory  Blvd.,  Suite  196,  91367 

FL,  Ft.  Lauderdale , Fantasies  In  Lace, 
3608  W.Broward  Blvd.,  305-581-2366 

MA,  Waltham , Vernon’s  Specialities,  386 
Moody  St.,  02254,  617-894-1744 

NY, NYC,  J.L.White,  image  improvement 
and  development,  212-675-0204 

NY,  NYC,  Mardi  Gras  Boutique,  400  W. 
14th  St.  at  8th  Ave.,  212-947-7773 

NY,  NYC,  Mary  Ann  Calega,  private 
counseling,  212-929-6345 


•Recurring  Events  • 

Be  All  You  Can  Be  Weekend,  put  on  by 
Paradise  Club,  Crossroads,  Trans-Pitt 
and  The  Chi  Chapter  of  SSS.  Usually  in 
June.  Contact  any  of  the  groups  men- 
tioned. 

Fantasia  Fair,  10  days,  once  a year  in 
October,  in  Provincetown,  MA.  Outreach 
Institute,  Box  368,  Kenmore  Station, 
Boston,  MA.,  02215. 

1FGE  Convention,  once  a year,  moves 
around  the  country.  Contact  IFGE. 

Paradise  in  the  Poconos,  4days/3nights, 
twice  a year,  May  and  September,  in  the 


Pa.  Poconos.  CDS,  Box  1263,  King  of 
Prussia,  PA  19406. 

Texas ‘T’ Party,  San  Antonio,  Texas,  3 day 
weekend  “en  femme”,  B&P  Society,  Box 
169652,  San  Antonio,  TX  78280, 512-657- 
2540. 

Tiffany  Provincetown  Outings,  twice  a 
year  in  Oct  & June,  contact  Tiffany  Club 

• Periodicals  • 

En  Femme  Magazine  and  En  Femme 
Comics,  Box  7854,  West  Trenton,  NJ 
08628,  $30/year 

Femanine,  Tania  Volen  Inc.,  200  Main 
St.,  Tennent,  NJ.,  07763.  $30/yr 

Gender  Expressions,  Box  150  Concord, 
NH  03302,  $30/yr. 

The  Transie  Times,  TTT,  566  Parliament 
St.,  Ste.  3375,  Toronto,  Ont,  M4X- 1P8, 
$36/yr. 

Transsexual  Voice,  Box  16314,  Atlanta, 
GA  30321,  $12/yr 

Transvestian,  Tania  Volen  Inc.,  200  Maun 
St.,  Tennent,  NJ.,  07763.  $18/yr 

TV  ITS  Talk,  Box  6322,  Minneapolis,  MN 
55406,  $21 /yr 

TV  ITS  Tapestry,  IFGE,  Box  367,  Way- 
land,  MA  01778,  $10  per  issue. 

Please  send  a self-addressed  stamped, 
large,  business  envelope  when  writing  to 
the  support  groups  and  information 
services.  Many  of  them  are  on  tight 
budgets  and  your  kindness  will  be 
greatly  appreciated. 

If  your  group,  event,  or  publication  is  not 
listed  here,  please  let  us  know  at  our  CDS 
address.  We  want  to  spread  the  word  to 

everyone. 


- 42  - 


Burn  Your  Bra! 


Have  you  ever  wanted  to 
wear  a backless  dress  or  one 
with  a deep  plunging  bodice 
covered  in  lace.  Usually,  you 
can’t  because  you  have  to 
wear  a bra  to  hold  your  breast 
forms.  Well,  now  you  can 
’cause  you  don’t  need  the  bra. 

The  new  Illusion  breast- 
forms  can  be  glued  to  the 
body  and  worn  for  days  at  a 
time.  Wear  them  for  any  oc- 
casion, even  swimming.  They 
duplicate  the  form  and 
weight  of  natural  breasts, 
including  the  nipple.  They 
look  real  and  feel  real  to  the 
touch  too! 

Illusion  breastforms  are 
hand-made  to  order  in  four 
sizes;  Small  (32-34  A & B 
cup),  Medium  (36-38  B & C 
cup),  Large  (40-42  C & D 
cup)  and  Extra-large  (44  D 
cup).  They  are  available  in 
flesh  and  sepia  tones  to 
match  most  skin. 


These  forms  are  made  of 
the  highest  quality  medical 
grade  silicone.  They  will  not 
leak  if  punctured.  And  they 
are  backed  with  a 5 year  pro- 
rated guarantee. 

Illusion  breastforms  are 
not  as  expensive  as  you  might 
think  a nearly  custom  form 
might  cost. 

Each  setollllusion  breast- 
forms comes  complete  with 
instructions,  adhesives, 
cleaner  and  skin  prep.  Write 
today  for  the  full  details  on 
how  to  order  one  of  the  fin- 
est breastforms  available. 
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THE  FOURTH  ANNUAL  UNITED  STATES 
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FASHION  SHOW  AND  DINNER  DANCE 

October  19-21, 1990,  the  Roosevelt  Hotel,  new  york  city 

REGISTRATION  BEFORE  AUGUST  15— $175 
AFTER  AUGUST  15  — $225 
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Wonderful  World  from  page  39 

with  this  mind  altering  drug  and  then 
journeyed  with  the  sands,  blown  by  the 
hands  of  time,  through  the  curvature 
of  space  into  unknown  dimensions... 

Later,  Janet  and  Zak  found  them- 
selves skipping  through  the  sand,  sing- 
ing and  laughing,  while  chasing 
imaginary  calico  bats,  and  conversing 
with  baby  mermaids  on  the  backs  of 
tangerine  jellyfish,  that  seem  to  pos- 
sess all  the  secrets  to  life.  And  when  the 
sun  exploded  out  from  within  the 
whirlpool  out  at  sea,  the  two  high  hip- 
pies returned  to  their  room  and  slept 
peacefully  for  days. 


Janet’s  Induction  Into 
Show  Business... 


By  the  time  the  hot  summer  days 
made  their  way  to  the  Florida  shores, 
Zak  and  Janet  had  moved  to  Miami. 
Their  drug  habit  was  out  of  control. 
There  was  still  a lot  of  fun  times  that 
J anet  enjoyed,  but  there  were  also  bum 
trips  and  much  despair.  Janet’s  wad  of 
cash  had  disappeared,  so  they  resorted 
at  first  to  panhandling  and  stealing. 
Zak  became  “Ginger”  and  both  of  them 
prostituted  to  gay  and  bisexual  men. 
And  if  this  was  during  the  ’80s,  and  not 
the  ’70s,  I would  have  surely  contracted 
the  HIV  virus,  and  not  be  here  to  tell 
this  story  today.  Anyway,  they  did  make 
a great  deal  of  money,  but  most  of  this 
was  spent  on  drugs  and  rent.  Janet 
finally  understood  she  was  transsexual, 
yet  never  did  understand  Rod,  or  what 
part  he  played  in  her  life.  They  both 
met  many  nice  transvestites  and 
transsexuals  on  the  streets,  andbecame 
very  popular  with  everybody  who  was 


anybody.  Much  of  their  time  was  spent 
in  bars  and  beds,  yet  they  still  lived 
together  in  a luxuriant  apartment 
overlooking  the  ocean. 

One  day  Janet  was  called  by  a 
nightclub  owner  who  had  spent  a night 
with  her,  and  had  given  her  a thousand 
dollar  tip.  He  was  captivated  by  her 
lustful  innocence  and  young  feminine 
beauty  and  he  wanted  her  all  for  him- 
self. But  to  do  this,  he  knew  he  had  to 
separate  her  from  Ginger.  This  guy, 
Toby,  planned  to  snare  Janet  by  offering 
her  a good  job  in  one  of  his  nightclubs. 
She  accepted  his  offer  and  worked  as 
manager  of  the  cocktail  waitresses  until 
1972.  During  this  time,  Ginger  became 
Zak  again,  and  returned  to  Greenwich 
Village  with  Bummer,  I guess.  He  was 
never  seen  again. 

Janet  lived  like  a truly  royal  queen, 
and  wore  expensive  clothes,  jewelry 
and  perfumes.  Most  of  this  was  paid  for 
by  Toby  and  his  gay  friends.  He  became 
Janet’s  pimp,  her  boss,  and  special 
lover.  She  would  do  anything  for  him 
and  always  did.  Yes,  there  were  excit- 
ing parties,  fancy  cars,  plush  furni- 
ture, pot,  LSD  and  cocaine.  But  she  lost 
her  innocence,  her  powers  of  self-judg- 
ment, and  once  again,  her  freedom. 
From  abasement  cell  in  North  Carolina 
to  a penthouse  cell  in  the  Bahamas. 
And  when  a female  impersonator  left 
one  of  Toby  s nightclubs,  I was  asked  to 
take  her  place.  I became  Janet  La  Cruz, 
transsexual  queen  throughout  all  the 
Caribbean  and  West  Indies.  And  given 
this  chance  to  express  myself  in  an 
artistic  manner  I got  off  the  drugs,  and 
onto  the  stage,  to  tease,  to  delight,  to 
entertain! 

To  be  continued ... 
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THE  OUTREACH  INSTITUTE 

PRESENTS 

THE  16th  ANNUAL 

FANTASIA  FAIR 

• ••• 

OCTOBER  1 2-21 , 1 990 

• ••• 

PROVINCETOWN,  MASS. 

•••• 


FANTASIA  FAIR  IS  FOR 

Learning  Confidence  Fun 

Crossdressers  Spouses  & Friends 


A unique  opportunity  to  live,  learn  and  explore  diverse 
aspects  of  alternative  gender  life  styles 

AND  MUCH,  MUCH  MORE! 


Enjoy  1 0 days  and  9 nights  in  beautiful 

Provincetown,  releasing  the  Woman  Within. 

•••• 

For  more  information  contact: 

FANTASIA  FAIR 

PO  BOX  11254,  LINCOLNIA  STATION 
ALEXANDRIA,  VA  22312 
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En  Femme  #7  $6.00 

Special  Personality  Issue 

En  Femme  #8 $6.00 

How  to  Pass  article,  meet  Joanne  Wilson  from  Australia 

En  Femme  #9  $6.00 

Amanda  Winters’  Makeup  Tips  and  Photo  Portfolio 

En  Femme#  10  $6.00 

TV’s  on  TV,  Growing  up  with  Bobbie,  Crossdressers  Movie  Guide 

En  Femme  #12 $7.00 

The  Legend  of  Ying  Yang 

En  Femme  #13 $6.00 

Special  issue  on  New  Hope,  Pennsylvania 

En  Femme  #15 $6.00 

1989  Photo  Retrospective 

En  Femme  # 16 $7.00 

Transsexual  Trail;  Transvestites,  Women  & Politics 

En  Femme  #17 $7.00 

Berrie  Lyndon  interview,  Australian  Mardi  Gras 

En  Femme  #18 $7.00 

Third  Anniversary  International  Issue 

Also  Available 

En  Femme  Comics  # 1 $5.00 

Sorority  Pledge,  The  Adventures  of  Angela 

En  Femme  Comics  #2  $6.00 

The  Great  Vidiot  Caper,  The  Legend  of  Ying  Yang 

Me... and  Jill $6.00 

A wife  leams  of  her  husband's  love  of  female  attire 

Days  of  Future  Passing $6.00 

Surrogate,  Natural  Circle  and  Second  Son 

En  Femme  FICTION  Magazine  #1  $6.00 

My  Newest  Daughter,  Courage,  and  Toni 

En  Femme  FICTION  Magazine  #2 $6.00 

Sibling  Substitute  & Hallowe’en  Queen 

Amanda’s  a Man $5.00 

Crossdresser’s  Movie  Guide  $5.00 

Transvestite  Private  Eye  $6.00 
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En  Femme  Back  Issue  Ordering  Instructions 

Indicate  books  by  issue  number  or  title  below.  Enclose  check  or  money  order 
in  U.  S.  funds  for  cover  price  as  indicated  and  add  postage  per  table  below. 
Canadian  and  foreign  orders  add  $1.00  to  cover  prices. 

Send  orders  to:  EFPf  1977  N.  Olden  Ave.,  Suite  205,  Trenton,  NJ  08618.  Use 

this  address  for  back  issues  only.  Subscriptions  go  to  CDS. 

Postage  & Handling  Charges 


If  order  is  under  $10.00  - 

$1.00 

$10.01  - 

$19.99  - 

$2.00 

$20.00  - 

$29.99  - 

$3.00 

$30.00  - 

$49.99- 

$5.00 

$50.00  - 

and  up  — 

$6.00 

Enclosed  is  $ please  send  the  following  books: 


Please  send  the  following  alternate  selections  if  a book  is  sold  out: 


Charge  to  my Master  Charge,  or VISA  (Check  one) 

Account  # 

Expiration  Date / / 

Signature: 

Name:  

Address:  


| City: State: Zip: 

i i 
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* lass 

cmmmmc 


212  W.  35*  St,  7*  Floor 

New  York,  NY  10001 

(212)  268-2790  1-80G-24KLASS 


IlliP 


Left:  U?B 

An  imperial  bead  pattern 

cr?  s gOV/35,  3s 

mpbhtkntcd  as  can  he 
€b/n«  Black.  Turq,  ; 
Fink. 


tight:  /05/ 

An,  exquisite  gown  with 
intricate  beadxvork. 
Colors  — Peach,  Grey, 
White.  Black.  Royal.' 
Peri. 


Walk  on  the  Wilds ide  & Creative  Design  Services 
invite  you  to  attend  a 


Gala  Celebration 


Miss  Roberts  & Miss  Loren  will  be  available  to  autograph 


Monday,  August  27™  at  the  Brownstone  Hotel 
15  Charles  Street  East,  Toronto 


Party:  6 pm 
Showtime:  9 pm 

Tickets  in  advance  $10  from  Wildside 
Call  (416)  864-0420 
$15  at  the  door. 

Complimentary  Hors  d’ouevres 
Cash  Bar 


& 

Drag  Show 


TO  ANNOUNCE  THE  RELEASE  OF 


ART  & ILLUSION 
COMPANION 

& 


Jackie  Loren  MAKE  UP 

VIDEO 


copies  of  their  book  and  video. 


Rooms  available  at  a reduced  rate..  Please  mention  Wildside. 
Call  (416)  924-7381  for  reservations 


